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Vocal MEDLET, c. 


SONG 1. Tockey and Jenny. 


Jockey. HEN jockey was bleft, 
With your Love and your Truth; 
Not on Tweed's pleaſant Banks, 
With Je ſo 8 a Youth ; 

ith Jenny I ſported it, 

All the es has. 
And her Name was the Buithen 

And Joy of my Song, a 
And ber Name was the Burthen and Joy of my Song. 


Jenny. E'er Jockey had ceas'd, 
All his Kindneſs to me, 
There liv'd in the Vale, 
Not ſo happy a She: 
Such Pleaſures with Jockey, 
His Jenny had known, 
That ſhe ſcorn'd in a Cot, 
The fine Folks, of the Town, 
That ſhe ſeern'4 in a Cot, &c, 


Jockey. What Fears now, ah ! Jockey, 
Poſſeſſes thy Mind, 
That Jenny ſo conſtant, : 
To Willy's been kind; | =. 
A | . 
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When dancing ſo gay, | 
With the Nymphs of the Plain, 
She yielded her Hand, 
And her +leart to the Swaign- 
She yielded her Hand, &c: 


Fenny. You faiicly Upbraid. 
But remember the Day, 
When with Lucy you tcy'd it, 

Beneath the new Hay ; 
When alone with your Lucy, 
The Sn:pherds tave fac, 

Tou forgot all the Vows, 
That io Jenny were made. 
You firgot ail the ams, &c. 


Jictey, Believe not dea Jerry, 
Ruy Heart ſtray'd from tnee ; 
For Lucv the wonton's 
A Mad ſtill for me: 
From a Laſs tbat's ſo true, 
Your fond Jockey nc'er tov'd, 
Nor once could forget, a 
The kid Jenny he lov'd. 
Nor once ccul forget, &c. 


Fenny. My Heart for vou g Willy, 
Ne'er panted nor ligh'd, 
For you of that Heart, 
Were the Joy and the Pride; 
While Tweed's Waters glide, 
Shai! your Jenny be true, 
Nor love ny dear Jockey, 
A Sh:pierd ke you. 
Nor dere my dear Jockey, &C. 


Feckey, No Shepherd e'er met, 
With fo faithful a Fair. 


Jr). For Kindneſs, no Yeath, 
Can with Jockey compare, 


C3 2» 


Bath We'll love then, ard live, 
From ficrce Jealouſy iree, 
And rone on the Plaine, 
Shall be hape az ue, 
Ana none en the P lain: ſhall b- happy as we. 


SONG 2, Hark / awas ! Kc, 


42K | away ! "tis the merty-ton'd born, 
alls che hunters all up in the worn; 
To tne 1 Ils and the woodlands they cer, 
To unh rbovr the out lying deer. 


Chor. Ad ail the day (og, 

Toi, this is aur Seng; 
Stil! ho/[owing; 
And fol/owing, 

So frolick ard free ; 
Our joys know 10 boy nds, 
While were after the bounds, 

No m-r#als on earth are % javial as we. 


Round the woods when we beat how we glow, 

While the hills they all eccho, aillo ! 

With a bounce from his cover when he fles, 
Then our ſhouts they reſound to the skies. 

| And all the day long Sc. 


When we ſweep o'er the vallies, or climb, 7 
Up the heaith.breathing mountain ſublime, 
What a joy from our labours we feel! 
Which alone they who raft» can reveal. 

And ail the My long c. 


SONG 3. Te twice ten, Ge. 


E twice ten hu-d:ed dei ies, 

Fo whom we daily ſacrifice ; 
Ye pow'rs that dwell with fates bew. 
And ſce what men are doom'd to do; 
Where elements in diſcord dwell, 
Thou god of ſleep, ariſe, and tell, 


A3 


(6) 
Tell great Zempoalla what ſtrange fate, 
Muſt on ber diſmal viſion wait. 


By the croaking of the toad, 

Ia their caves that make abode 
Farthy Dur that pants for breath, 
With her ſwell'd des full of death; 
By the creſted adders pride, 

That along the cliffs do glide z 

By thy vilage fierce and black; 

By the Death's head on thy back ; 


By the twiſted ſerpents plac'd, 

For a girdle round thy waiſt ; 

By the Hearts of gold that deck, 

Phy breaſts, thy ſhoulders, and thy neck 

From thy fleepy manſion riſe, 

And open thy unwilling eyes ; 
While bubbling ſprings cheir mulick keep, 
That uſe to lull thee in thy ſleep, 


SONG 4. O welcome my, &c. 


Welcome my Shepherd, how welcome to me, 
Is ev'ry Occaſion of meeting with thee : 
But when thou art abſent, how joyles em I, 
Contented methipks, I could fit down and die. 


I rail! at the Hours that ſo Jow!y do move, 
While I'm at a Diſtance from all that I loves 
With weeping complain of my ill natur'd State, 
I rail at my Being, and curſe my fad Fate. 


With trifling Amuſements, ſometimes I beguile, 
My Cares for a Moment, and chearfully ſmile ; 
But quickly thy Image return to my Soul, 

Ardin my ſad m new Harricanes rowl. 


No Day can be laſting, if thou art not there, 
Thy Preſence alone, can thy Shepherdeſs chear 3 
Your Looks like the Sun, drives all Sorrow away, 
And bleſt with thy Sight, I could always be gay. 


9 
SONG. 5. For a Shape; Neo. 
Fo a Shape, and a Bioom, and an Air, and 


a Mien, a 
yrcilla was b. 1ghteft of all the gay Green, 


But arcfully Wild, and aff &edly Coy, 
Thoſe her Beauties inviied, her Pride would deftroy; 


By the Flocks as ſhe firay'd with the Nymph3 
of the Vale, 
Not a Sbepheid but woo'd her to hear his ſoſt Tale: 
Tho” fatal the aon, ſhe laugh'd at the Swain, 
And retwrn'd with Neglect, what ſhe heard with 
diſdain, 
But Beauty has Wirgs, and too haſtily flys, 
Ard Cove unrewarded toon fickens and dies; 
Tone Nymph cu''d by Time of Folly ard Pride, 
Now. ſigbs in her Turn for the Bliſs ſhe deny d. 
No longer ſhe frolicks wild o'er the Plain, 
To kil with her coyn-ſs the larguiſhing Swain; 
So humble her Pride is, fo ſoften'd Ler Miad, 
Tnat tho' courted by none ſhe to all wou'sd be k Ad. 


SONG 6. On the Tay's, &c. 


N the Tay's verdant Banks a fair Maid iy 
reclin'd. 


dne wept to the Oziers that cury'd to the Wind; 
Waile echo, to Sorrow ſo farh'a! ard kind, 
Repeated ber Plaints for ber J-ckey, 
Not the Nightingale's Voice was more mour fal 
and clear, | 
When thus. (he began, tis for Loſs of my Dear, 
That from Eyes once ſo ſparkling, en force the Tear 
The Tear which I drop'd for young jockey. 
The Linnet his Mate chaſe: out of the throng, 
And Shen tie has won her, fic: all .he Day long 
Still prog d -f his Conqueſt repra e his dong 3 
Not fo did iaconſtant young Jockey : 
A 3 0 g 


(8) 


He ſwore twas my Beauty his Heart that had won, 


And his Flame was as pure as the Light of the 


Sun 3 
But the Maid that believes is as ſurely undone, 
For falſe and deceitful's young Jockey. 


SONG 7. The Silent Lover, &c. 


And very fain would have been at her ; 
t when I ſtrove moſt, my great Paſſion to brea 
Still then I ſaid leaſt of the Matter - 4 
J ſwore to myſelf, and refoly'd I would try, 
Some Way my poor Heart to recover, 
But that was all vain, for I ſooner could die, 
Than live with forbearing to love her. 


Dear Czlia, be kind then, and fince your own Eyes 
By Looks can command Adornation, 

Give mine leave to talk too, 2nd do not deſpiſe, 

Thoſe Oglings that tell you my Paſſion: 

We'll look, and we'll love, and tho' neither ſhould 

ſpeak. | 

The Pleaſure we'll till be parſuing. 

And ſo without Words, I don't doubt we may make 
A very good End of this Wogiog. 


SONG 8. O wonuldſi thon, &c. 


Wouldſt thou know what facred Charms, 
This deſtin'd Heart of mine alarms : | 
hat kind of Nymph the Heavens decice, 
The Maid that's made for Love and me. 


Who joys to hear the Sigh ſincete, 
Who melts to ſee the tender Tear; 
From each ungentle Paſhon free, 

O be the Maid that's made for me, 


Whoſe Heart with generous Friendſhip glows, 
Waa feels the Bieſtogs ſhe beſiows : 


[ Look'd and I ſigh'd, and I wiſh'd I could ſpeak, 
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Gentle to all, but kind to me, 
Be luch the Maid that's made to me. 


Whoſe ſimple Thoughts devoid of Art, 
Are all the Natives of her Heart, 
A gentle Train of Falſhood free, 
Be ſuch the Maid that's made for me. 


Avaunt, ye light Coquets retire, 
Where flittering Fops around admire : 
Unmov'd, your 'Tinſel Charms I ſee, 
More genuine Beautys are for me. 


SONG 9 MAfonſieur Pantin, Re. 


Sing not of Battles that now are to ceaſe, 

Nor cartols my Muſe in the praiſe of a Peace; 
To ſh2iv that fh2's of: in good Company feen, 

She humbly brps leave to fing Monſieut Pantin 
Examine all round, and at length yuu will own, 
iis likencii:s daily ate met with in Town ; 
ben lee me my Song undiſturbed begin, 

And ſhew all his Brothers to Monficur Pantin. 


And fit, pray obſetve that ſtrange Thing made 
for Shew, 
That Compound of Powder and Noaſenſe, a Beau, 
Zo limber his Joints, and fo ſtrange is his Mien, 
hat you Cry as he walks, there's a Pantin ? 
low oft have we heard, that ine Ladies love Change 
And from one Entertainment, to (other will range; 
In this they are conſtant, what Differance was ſeen, 
ww they lay dowa the Fribble, acd took the 
aun. 


Then all ye fair Laſtes, who bloom like the Morn 
Who feels not your Beautys by Art to adorn ; 
When 1 ſee on your Boſom that little Machine, 

Jos I am jealous of happy Pantin, 

Ye Youths who have Parts, tho' ye often wear Lace 
No looger let Foplings your Merits diſgrace, 


| But attack the fair Maid with a reſolute Mien, 


Till ſhe claſps her young Lover, and burns ber 
Pantin. 
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1 
SONG 1c. In vain, dear Kc. 


N vain, dear Chloe, you ſugg«ſt, 

hat I, inconſtant, have poſſen, 

Or lov'd a fairer She : | 

Wou'd you with Eafe at once b- cur'd,. 
Of all the I!ls you've long endut'd, 


Conſa't your Giaſs and me. 


It then you think, tbat I can find, 

A Nympiu more fair, or one more kind, 
You've Reaſon for your Fears : 

But'if impartial you will prove, 

To your own Beauty, and my Love, 
How needleſs ate your feats! 


if in my Way I ſhould, by chance, 
Give, or r1ece:ve a Waaton Giance, 
like but while I view: 
How 1 ght the Glance. how faine the Kiſs, 
Compar'd t9 that ſubitantial Bliſs, 
Wich I rece-ve from you! 


With warten Flight the curious Bee, 
From Flow'r to Flow? {il was dets free, 
Ard wire teac Ffm blow , 
Exttuact- the Juice fon 2!; merts; 
Tut for bis u ntl: cx vi Sweets, 

He rav.ſhes the Rete. 


So my fond Fancv to cn ploy, 
In each Variety ot Joy, 

From Nymph to Ni mph roam; 
Perhaps ſee fity in a Day ; 


I ole but are Viſits which I pay, 
But CY loc's sti my Hume. 


SONG 11. Jove when he ſaw, Ke. 


WE neu he faw my Fans Face, 
ich wond'rous P.ſſi o mov'd 
Forget the Czie vf huna Race, 8 
And telt at laſt he lov'd. 


1 
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Then to the God of ſoft Defire, 
His Suit de thus addreſt, 

I Fanny love with mmual Fire, 
O ! touch her tender Breaſt, 
1 Fanny love, Cc. 


Your Sighs are hopleſs, Cupid cry?, 
I lov'd the Maid before : 

What, Rival me, the Pow'r reply 
Whom Gods and Men adore # 

He graſp'd the Bolt, he ſhook the Strings, 
Ot his Imperial Throne, 

While Cup d wav'd his roſey Wings, 
And in a Breath was gone, 
While Cupid, Sc. 


Ober Earth and S:as the God-head flew, - 
But ſtill no Shelcer found; | 

For as he fled, the Dangers grew, 
And Light'ning fliſh'd around: 

At laſt, his trembling Fears impels, 
His F'ight to Fanny's Eyes, 

Where happy, faſe, and pleas'd he dwells, 
Nor minds his native Skys. 
Where bappy, Cc. 


SONG 12. Is there a Charm, Re. 
1 there a Charm, ye Pow'rs above, 
To caſe a wounded Breaſt ? 
hro' Reaſon's Glaſs to look at Love, 
To wiſh and yet to reſt : 
Let Wisdom boaſt, tis all in vain, 
An Empire o'er the Mind; 


*Tis Beauty, Beauty holds the Chain, 
Aud triumphs o'er Mankind. 


Thrice happy Birds, who on the Spray, 
Unartful Notes prolong : 

Your feather'd Mates reward the Lay, 
And yield to pow'rful Song: 


1 


By Nature fietce, without controul, 
The humane Savage tan; 

Tl Verſe refin'd the ſtubborn Soul, J 
Ard civilized the Man, 1 


Verſe turns aſide the Tyrant's rags, 
And cheats the d coping Slave; 
It wins a Smile from boary Age, 
Ard diſapoints the Grave : : 
The Force of Number+ muſt ſucceed, 
And ſooth each other, Ear; | 
Tho" my fond Cauſe ſthva'd Phoebus plead, ; 
He'd find a Daphn: bete. ö 
Did Heav'n ſuch word*rous Gifts produce, 
To curie our wretebed Race 3 
Say muſt we all the Heort accuſe, 
And yet approve the Face? 
Thus in the Sun be drop'd with Gold, 
The bzfxing Ader ies: 
The Swe admires each ſh nirg Fold, 
Then graſps the Snake and dies. 


SONG 13. Fair and ſoft, &c. 


Air and ſoft, and gay, and y ung. 

E All Charms, ſhe play'd, ſh+ danc'd, ſhe ſungs 
"There was no wzy to ſcape the Dart, 

No Care cou'd guard a Lover's Heart. 
Ah why, cry'd I. and dropt a Tear, 

Aloring, yet deſpairing eber 
To have her to myſelf alone; 
Was ſo much Sweetneſs made for one ? 


"= Aya. * Fr Ys * ; 


But growing bolder, in her Far, 
I in ſoft Numbers told my Care; 
She heard, and rai:'d me fiom her Feet, 
And ſeem d to glow with equal Heat. 
Like Heav'n's, too mighty to expreſs, | | 
My Joys could be but known by Gueſs ; ; 
Ah Fool ſad 1 what have a done, ; 
To with her made for more then one? 


# 
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But long I had not been in view, 

Before her Eyes their Beams withdrew ; 
F'er I had reckon'd half her Charms, 

She ſunk to apother's Arms 
But ſhe that ouce cou'd faithlefs be, 

Will favour tim no more than me; 
He too will fi d himfelf undone, 

And that ſhe was not made for one. 


SONG 14. O Greedy Midas, ce 


Greedy Midas I've bren told, 
That what you touch'd you turn'd to Gold! 
I nat what, &c 
O had I 2 Pow'r like thise, 
O had, &c 
I'd turn whare'er I touch'd to Wine, 
I'd turn &c. 


Each purling Stream ſhnuld fee! my Force ; 
Fach F ſh my ſatal Power ſhould mnurn 
Each Fiſh, &c. 

And word'ring at the mighty Change, 

And wond'riny, &c. 

Should in t eit native regions burn, 


Should in, &c. 


Nor ſhoul.i there any dare t'approach, 
Unto my Vantling, ſparkling Shrine, 
Unto my, &c. | 

But firſt ſhould pay their Votes to me, 
Bu: fir, &c. EE 
And ſtile me only God of Wine, 

And ſtile, &c. 


SONG 15. The Compariſon, Kc. 


nm, and Flavia ev'ry Hour, 

i) Do various Hearts ſurprize ; 

Ic. Stella's Soul lies all her pow'r, 
And Flavia's in her Eyes. 


C 14 ) 

More boundleſs Flavia's Conqueſts are, 
And Stella's more confin'd ; 

All can diicern a Face that's fair, 
But few a heav'nly Mind. 


Stella like Britain's Monarch reigns, 
O'er cultivated Lands ; 

Like Eaſtern Tyrants, Flavia deigns, 
To rule o'er barron Sands. 


Then boaſt, fair Flavia, boaſt thy Face, 
Thy Beauty's only Store; 


Each Day that makes thy Charms decreaſe, 
Will give to Stella more. 


SONG 16 Moore coaxing Mauxa- 
linda, 
Y the Beer as brown as Berry, 
By the Cyder and the Perry, 
Which ſo oft has made us merry, 
With a by down, ho down, derry. 


Mauxalinda's I'll remain : 
True Blue will cever flain : 
Mauxalinda's ]'l! remain, 
True Blue will never ſtain. 
True, &c. | 


SONG 17. The Amazon. 


Wains, I ſcorn, who nice and fair, 
Shiver at the Morning Air, 
Rough and bardy, bold and free, 

Be the Man that's made for me, 


Slaves to Faſhion, Slaves to Dreſs, 
Fops themſelyes alone careſs ; 

Let them without Rival be, 

They are not the Men for me. 


He whoſe nervous Arm can dart, 
The Jav'lin to the Tyger's Heart, 
From all ſenſe of Danger free, 
He's the Man that's made for me. 


@ ts ) 
While his Speed out-ſt:ips the Wind, _ 
Looſely wave his Locks behind : 


From fantaſtick Fopp'ry free, 
He's the Mag that's made for me, 


Nor ſimp'ring Smile, nor dimpled Sleek, 
Spotl his madly Sun burnt Cheek, 
By Weather let him painted be, 
He's the Man that's made for me. 


It falſe he proves, my Jav'lin can, 
Revenge the Perjury of Man ; 
And ſoon another brave as be, 
Shall be found the Man for me. 


SONG 18. Mou'd you know, &c. 


Ou'd you know how we meet o'er our jolly 
full Bowls ? 

As we mingle our Liquors, we mingle our Souls; 

Ihe ſweet melts the ſharp, the kind ſooths the ſtrong 

And nothing but Friendſhip grows all the Night 
long : 

We Bin Laugh and celebrate ev'ry defire ; 

Love only remains cur uzquenchable Fire. 


SONG 19. Mad Tom. 


Or ch from my dark and diſmal Cell. 

Or from the deep Abyſs of Hell 
Mad Tem is come to view the World again, 
To ſee if he can cure his diſtemper'd Brain: 


Fears and Cares oppreſs my Soul ; 
Hark! now the angry Furic: bow! ! 

Puto laughs, and Proferp'n*- $þ g d, 

To ſee poor naked Tom of Bedlam mad. 


Through the World I wander Night and Day, 
To td my | aggling Senſes. 

In an angry Mood I met old Time, 

Wub his Pentateuch of Tenſes. 


„ 


When me he ſpies away h- flies, 
For Time will it:y for go Man : 

In vain with Cric- I read the Skies, 
For Pity is not common. 


Cold and comfortle{s [ be, 
Help. help, or elſe I die! 
Hark ! 1 hear Apollo's Team, 
The Carman 'g as to whiſtle , 
Chaſte Diana bends her Bow, 
And the Boar b gins to briftle, 


Come, Vulcan, with Tools and witu Tackle 
Aod kouck oft my troubl- fome Shackle ; 
Bid Charles mate reacy his Wain, 

To bricg me my Senſes again, 


Laſt Nighc I heard the Dog Star barle, 

Mars met Venus in the Dar; 

Limping Vulcan heat an Tron Bar, 

And furiouſly make ac the great God of War. 


Mars with his Weapon laid about, 

Limping Vulcan had got the Gout ; 

His broad Horus did io hang in bis Light, 
That he could not ſee to aim his Biows aright. 


Mercury, the nimble Poſt of Heaven, 
Stocd ſtill to ſee the Quarrel ; 

Garrel beily'd Bacchus, Giant like, 
Beitrid a Strong Beer Bartel; 


To me he drank whole Buts, 
Uetil he bu; his Guts, 

But mine were ne'er the wider, 
Poor Tom is very dry. 
A little Drink for Charity. 


Hark ! T hear the Acteon's Hounds, 
The Huntſman whoop ard holloo ; 
Ringwood, Rockwood, ſoxler, Bowman, 
All the Chaſe do follow. 


The Man in the Moon drinks Claret, 
Eajs Powder'd Becf, 'Turnip, add Carrot, 
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But a Cup of Malaga Sack, 
Will fre the Buſh at his Back. 


SONG 20. The Lafs of, &c. 


HE Laſs of Peaty's Mill, 
So benny, b'yth and gay, 
In ipite of all my Skill, 

Hath ſtole my Heart away, 
When tedding of the Hay, 

Bare headed on the Green, 
Love midil her Locks did play, 

And wanton'd in her Een. 


Her Arms, white, round and ſmooth, 
Breaſts rifing in her Dawn, 
To Ape it would give Youth, 
To preſs 'em with his Hand, 
Thro' al! my Spicits ran, 
Aa Extaſy of Bliſs, 
When I {uch Sweetneſs fand, 
Wrapt in a balmy Kiſs, 


Without the Help of Art, 
Like Flow'rs whick grace the Wild, 
She did her Sweets impart, 
W hene'er ſhe ſpoke or imil'd, 
Her Looks they were ſo mild, 
Free from affected Pride, 
She me to Love begu.d, 
I with'd her for my Bride, 


O had Tall the Wealth, 
Hoptoun's high Mountains fill, 
Inſur'd long Life and Health, 
And Pleaſures at my Will ; 
I'd promiſe and ſulfil, 
That none but bonny (he, 
The Lafs of Peaty's Mill, 
Shou'd ſhare the ſame wi' me. 
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SONG 21. The generous Repulſe. 
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HY vain Purſuit, fond Youth give «er ; 
What more, alaſs ! can Flavia do! 
Tus Worth Jon, thy Fate deplore, 

A are not happy that are true. 
Sopprets thy S ghs, and weep no more; 

Snou'd Heaven and Earth with the cumbine, 
?T' were ail zd vain g face any Power, 

Jo crown (by Love, muit aher mine, 


But. if R:venge can exſe thy Pain, 
{il footh thule Iils I cannut ce; 

Je tnee | drag a hopeleis Chain, 
And more tnau I nfl &, enduie. 


SONG 22. Jonny and Nelly. 


Jenny, 
˖ 1,0“ for ſeven Years and mair, Honour 
ſhou'd reave me, 
Jo F _ where Cangons rair, thou need na grieve 
hee ; 
For deep in my Spirits thy Sweets are indented; 
Ard Love ſhall preſerve ay what Love has imprinted 
Leave thee, leave thee, Ill never leave thee, 
Gang the Warld as it will, deareſt believe me, 
Nets. | | 
O Jonny ! I'm jealous when'er ye diſcover, 
My Sentiments yielding, ye'll turn a looſe Rover; 
Ard nought i” the Warld wad vex my Heart fairer, 
I! you prove unconſtant, and fancy ane fairer, 
Grieve me, grieve me, oh it wad grieve me! 
A' the lang Night and Day, if you deceive me. 


Jonny. 
My Nelly, let never fic Fancies oppreſs ye, 
For, while my Blood's warm, I li kindiy careſs ye 
Yoar blooming ſaft Beauties firſt leeted Love's Fire, 
Yeur Virtue and wit makes it ay flame the higher, 
Leave thee, leave thee. I'd never leave thee, | 
Garg the Watld as it will, dearelt believe me. 


- ods was © Mk... 
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Nelly. 


Then Johnny. I frankly this Minute allow ve, 

To think me your Miſtreſs, for Love guts me 
trow ye; 

Ard gin \e prove falſe to ye'r ſel! b- it ſaid then, 

Ye'il win but ſma' Honour to wrang kind siden, 

Re ve me, teav ine. tleavens ! it wad reave me, 

Ot my Reſt Night and Day, if ye deceive me 


Tenny 
Bd lceſhogles bammet red Gauds on the Studdy, 
And fair Simmer Mornings nea mair 2pfear ruddy, 
Bl B-1tons think ae gate and when they obey ye, 
Pat never till that Tim: belive I'll betray ye, 
Leave hre, leave thee, I'll never leave thee ; 
The Statos full gang Witherſhines e'er I deceive 
three. 


SONG 23. Blow, Blow, Gc. 


Low, blow thay Winter's Wind; 
bos art not fo onkind, 
As Man's irgratitude, 
hy Tcoth is not fo keen, 
Becauſe thou art not ſcen, 
Alcho' thy Br-ath be rude, 
Fre: 22, fretze. thou bitter Sky, 
Thou doſt not bite fo niph, 
As Benefits forgot, 
Tho” thou the Waters warp, 
Thy String is not ſo ſharp, 
As Friends remembred not. 


; SONG 24 Te Swains that, Ce. 


LE Sw.ins that are courtiug a Maid, 
Be warn'd and inftrufted by me; 
Ti:o' ſmall Experience I've had, 
F'll give you good Counſel, and free, 
For Women are changes ble Things, 
And ſeldom a moment the ſame, 
As Time a varie:y brings, 
Their Looks new Humours proclaim- 
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Pa: he whois Love would ſucceed, 

And this \iift.cffs Faveur ob »1n, 

Muſt mind it as ture as i C:e:d, 

To mike Hey while the Sun is ſerene : 
There% a S:oſon to conquer the Fair, 
And that's wien they';e merry anu gay. 
To cr'ch the Occaſion take Cate. 

When tis gone, in vain you'll Eſſay, 


SONG 2 5. The Hounds are, Sc. 


1 E Hourds are all out, and the Morning 
doe: peep, 


 Wiy how now, you ſluggerly Sot, 
How can you, how can you lie ſnoaring aile p- 
W hilt we all on Horlebzck are got, 
Brave Boys, whilit, &c. 


I cannot get up for my over Night's Cup, 
So tettibly lies in my Head, 

Beſides my Wife cries my Dear do not tiſe, 
But cudle me leger in Beg. 


My dear Bey, but cuddle, &c. 


Come on with your Boote, and ſaddle your Mare, 
Nor ie us with longer Delay. 
The Cry of the Hounds, and the fight of the 18 
Wil: chaſe thoſe dall Vapours aw y, 
Biave Boys, will chaſe, &c. 


Dear Kate I muſt go, they II not be ſaid No: 
How con you tt us cave me ſo f00n * 
Exc aſe me, my Dear, [il return never fear, 
And cuddie thee Cer it be Noon, 
Aly Dear Joy, and cuddle, &e. 


Hark! hark ! cow the Huntſman has farted poor 
Pals, 


He kas her now fo full in his View; 
We'll never ſor;eke her 'till we overzake her, 
da 1 let us purſue, 
Brave Boys, ſo 2zgerlv, Se. 
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No Pleaſure like Hunting to paſs the long Day, 
We ſcour the Hi'l- ad the Deles; 
At Nigbt for our upper we feaſt on our Prey, 
Werno ra Pit o good Ale, 
Brave Poys, when, &c. 


SONG 26. Crupr's Pywer, 


Upid, God of ple:fi'g anguiſh, 
: each the enamou:'d Swain to languiſh, 
i each him fie ce Deſi es to know, 
Heroes would be loſt in Story, 
Did not Love inſpire their Glory : 
Love does all that's great below. 


SONG 27. Eighland Laddie. 


HF. Laulapds Maids gang trig ard fine, 
But aft tury'e {our, ard unco ſaucy, 
Sage proud, they never can be kind, 
[ike my good humuyr'd Highland Laſſiz. 
8.5 $2.74 M a, Ii. 4 a1 Laſſce, 
N liehe. ning Highland Lane, 
Ala, ner Care make thee lei, Fair, 


/ 


Bu: Dein 97 tuuty ie,. Wy L e. 
Than oy Liſson Botrowilcwa, 


. . 1 . — 1 ag 
Who m:ke their Cheeks with Falche. metie, 

I'd tak my Katie, in a Gown, 
And tartefont, in ker little Colic, 
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Beceath the Brier, or Brecken Buſh, 
Whene'zr | kiſs ard court my Dautie, 

Happy and bly the as ane wad wilt, 
My fl ghteren Heart gangs pittie pattie, 

O my benny, &c. , | 

O'er higheſt heathery Ti! I'll genn, 
With cockit Gun, and Ratches tenty, 

To drive the Deer out of their Den, 
To teat my Taſs on Diſhes dainty, 

Q ay hun, E 
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There's nane ſhall date, vy Need or Word, 
'Gar: ſt hei to wap a lo gur or Fruger, 
While I can wit'd my. tub, ed. 
Or ' av wy 3-56 wh kout a Wager, 
O my bonny & - 


The Mausein clad un p ple Bloom, 

Aud Berries tert vic my [':eatfure, 
To range with m 31+ goat Folk gloom, 

Wrie W- 'ta acd Pride .ontound their Pleaſure, 
O mm 696 * 


SONG 28. The Tofer's Example. 


EI. L drink, and we'll never have done, 
Bovs : 
Put the Glais then round with the Sun, Boys, 
Le: Apollo's Ex mple invite us; 
For he's d:.unk ev'ry Night. 
Ard that makes him ſo bright, 
That he's able nex: \lormi. g 0 light us. 


SONG 29. The Banks of Inn:rmay. 


1 be: E ſmiing Mcin ard breathing Spring, 
Invite the tune u! B ids to fhig ; 

And as tuey warbe tem caci Spray, 

Love meits the univert,i Lay! 


Let us Amanda timely w fe, 
Like them employ ene Hour that flies; 
And in ſoft Murmurs waſte the Day, 
Amidſt the Birks of Fanermay. 


Soon wears Summer of the Year, 
And Love like Winter will appear 
Like this yo..r lively Bloom will fade, 
As that will ſtrip tne verdaiit Shade. 


Our Take for Pleaſure then is o'er, 
The feather'd Songſtets charm no more 2 
And when they drop. and we decay, 
Adieu the Birks of Janermay ! 
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SONG 30. Come Neighbours, Sc, 


Ome, Neighbours, now we've made our Hay, 
The Sun in Haſte, 
Drives to the Weſt, 
With Sports conclude the Day. 
Let ev'ty Man chooſe out his Laſe, 
And then ſalute her on the Grals ; 
| And when you find, 
Sue's coming kind, 
Let not that Moment pals. 
Cho. Wl toſs off our Dowls to true Love and Heusur. 
To all kind loving Girls, and the Lord of the Mangr. 


At Night when round the Hall we're ſat, 
With good brown Bowls, 
Jo chear our Sculs, 
And raiſe a merry Chat ; 
Wen Blood grows warm, and Love runs high, 
And Jokes about the Table fly ; 
| Then we retreat, 
And that repeat, 
Which all would gladly try. 
Cho, We'll toſs off our Bowls, Sc. 


Let lazy Great ones of the Town, 
Drink Night away, 
Ard ſleep all Day. 
Till Gonty they are grown: 
Oar nightly Sports ſuch Vigour give, 
That oltentimes we do revive, 
Ard kiſs our Dames, 
W:th ſtrounger blames, 
Than any Prince al:ve. 
Cho, Hell toſs off our Bow!s, Se. 


SONG 31. The Deceiver. 


5 1 Ith tunefv] Pipe and m-rry Glee, 
| Young Forty won my Heart; 
A biyther Loon you re'er id fee, 
All Peauty without Art: 


1 


His ſcothing Tale d d ſoon prevail, 
To gaio my tond Bel ef: ; 
But row the Swain roves o'er the Plain, 
And leave, me ſull of Grief 


Young 7er2my courts with artful Song, 
But few regard his Moan 3 

"The Lafl:s about 7% Throng, 
And 7emniy's leit alone: 

In Aber deen, fure ne'er was ſean, 

A Loon that gave ſuch Pain; 

He daily woes and ſ:!]s purtues ; 
Jill he does all obta n. 


But ſoon as he hath gain'd the Bliſs, 
Away the Loon does run ; 

And hardly will afford a Kiſs, 
To ſilly me undone, 

Bonny Molly. Maggy, Dolly, 
Avoid my roving Swain; 

His wily Tongue, beſure you ſhun, 
Left you like me complain. 


SONG 32. Would von taſte, Oc. 


Ould you taſte the Noontide Air ? 

To yon fragrant Bow'r repair, 
Were woven with the Poplar Bough, 
The mantiling Vine will fhelter you. 


Dowu each Side a Fountain flows, 
Tinkliug, murmu:ing as it goes, 
Lig!tly over tue mufly Ground, 

aiiry P. œbus ſcoruiag round, 


Round che lar guid Herds and Sheep, 
StretCu'd ver ſuuny Hillocks allcep, 
Wuile on tne tiyacinth and Roſe, 

The Fair does all alone repoſe. 


All alone — 2nd in her Arms, 
Y our Breaſt may beat to Love's Alarms, 
Till bieſt and bleſſing you ſhall own, 
The yuys of Love ate Joys alone. 
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SONG 33. Silvia wilt thou, 


Ilv a, wiit thou waſte thy Prime, 
Strangers to Joys of Lo ve: 
1 hou haſt Youth, and that's the lime, 
Every Minute to improve. 
Reund thre wilt thou never bear, 
Little wanton Girls ard Buys, 
Sweetly ſounding in thy Ear, 
Infant's prate and Mother's Joys, 


C 
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Only View, that little Dove, 
Softly cooing to his Mate; 
As a further proof of Love 
See her for his Kiſſes wait, 
Hark that charming Nightingale. 
As he flies ſrom Spray to Spray, 
Sveetly } unes an am':ous Hale, 
I love, I leve, nc Krives to ſay. 


Could I to thy Sou! Reveal, 
gut the leaft, the thbcuſardith Par:. 
O! thoſe Plenſures Lovers Fee), 
In a mutual Change of Hearts: 
Tien r:pertiog would'ſt thou ſay, 
\irg n Feais from bence Remove, 
All the Time is thrown away, 
That we do not ſpend in Love, 


SONG 34 The roaring boy 


LL fail upon the Dog ſtar, 
And then purſue the Morning ; 
I'll chaſe the Moan till it be Noon, 
Vil make her leave ber Horning, 


III climb the froſty Mountain, 
Ard there T'il coin the weather; 
J'!1 tear the Rairbow from the Sky. 
And tye both ends together. 


The Stars pluck from their Orbs too, 
And croud them in my Budget: 
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Ard whether I'm a roariug Boy, 
Let all the Nation judge it. 


SONG 35. Five reaſons for drinking. 


F all be true that I do Thiok, 

There ate F ve Reaſons we ſhou'd Drink: 
Good Wine, a Friend, or being dry, 
Or leſt we ſhou'd be by and by, 
Or any other ceaſon why. 


SONG 36. The Parent Bird, &$c. 


HE Parent Bird whoſe little Neſt, 
Is by its tender young Poſſeſs'd. 
With ſpreading Wings ard downy Breaſt, 
Does cheriſh them with Love : 
Bu: on as Nature plames their Wings, 
Ar.d guides their Flight to Groves and Springe, 
Jie unconcern'd the Parent Sings, 
:eprrdieſs where they Rove. 
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Whilſt hapleſs we, of Haman Race, 
The alieg Cares of Lite embrace; 
Andeſlil our beſt Affections Place. 

Os what procutes us pain: 
Our Children, as their Years increaſe, 
Ivcrcaſe cur Cares, and ſpoil our Prace, 
Paterpal Love can never Ceale, 

But ever wii! Remain. 


SING 37. The Shepherd's Cum- 
| plaint. 


8 * were once the Joys I taſted, 
AI was Jollity and Love: 
1ime methought tco nimbly haſted, 
hich on Pleaſures Wings did move, 

Chloe, then was 11 my Freaſute, 

Never was a richer Swain, 
Co ce, doubled every Pleaſure, 
Chloe bariſh'd every Pain. 
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But the envious Gods repining, 
So much Bliſs on earth to fee; 

All their bittereſt Curſes joining, 
Daſh'd my Cup with Jealouſy, 

New where erit my Pipe reſounded, 
Steals the Sigh and heart felt Groans 3 

Love by Fears aid doubts ſurrounded, 
III diſputes a tottering Throne. 


Fool that ever art purſuing, 
What conceal'd is ever beſt ; 
J-alouſy love's Child ard Ruin, 
Leave, O ! leave my tortur'd Breaſt, 
With the Slave thy Fower conicfhng, 
Thou too Venus mildly deal, 
Thoſe who ſhun or flight the Bl. fling, 
Should alone thy Vengeance feel. 


SONG 38. WW hat beauteons Scenes 


Hat beauteous Scenes erchant my Sight 


How cloſely vonder Vine, 
Does rcund that Eim's ſupporting Height, 
Her wanton Ri: giets twine ! 
That Elm, no more a barren Shade, 
I: with ter Cluſters crow: 'd ; 


. Ard that fair Vine without his Aid, 


Had crept alorg the Ground, 


Let this, my fair One, move thy Heart, 
Connubial Jays ta prov: ; 
Y-: work abet {ve and Care impart, 
Nor thoughtieſs ruſh on I. ave: 
Know thy own Bliſs and J. y to hear, 
Vertumnus lev y Cham; 
The Youthiu! God abe the Year, 
Shall keep tby G f cm ems. 


W hile {ome with ſb t liv'd » .fſtav glow 
His Love itema ns the fame. 
O- bim alba hy Heart beſtow, 
And cicyn his conſtant Flame 
C | 
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So ſhall no Froſt's untimely Power, 
Detorm the blooming Spring, 

Sv ſhall thy Trees, trom Blaſts ſecure, 
Their wanted Tributes bring, 


SONG 38. A Toaſt to your Wrves. 


Nee in our Lives, 
Let vs dring to our Wives, 
Tho' their Numbers be bat ſmall ; 
Heaven take the Beſt, 
And the Devil take the Reſt, 
And ſo we ſhall get rid of them all, 
To this hearty Wiſh, 
Let each Man take his Diſh, 
And Drink, Drink till he fall. | 


SONG 4o. Lo, the Surley, &c. 


O, ths ſurley Winter's paſt, 
With every Ruffian Blaſt, 
bat howl'd upon the Mountain's Brow, 
And ſhook the Sounding Woods below, 
T hee lovely Spring with joy we view, 
To thee our choiceſt Songs are due, 
For thee the ſprouting Births appear, 
Thou genial Morning of the Year, 
I hou genial, &c. | 


By thee, the kindling Bluſhes riſe, 
By thee, &c. 
And br ghter Charms in Pharbe's Eyes, 
And brighter, &c. 
Thy ſo't'ning Gales her Boſom move, 
Thy ſoft'ning, &, 
Whilſt all her yielding Soul is Love, 
W hilt all, &c. 


Receitat, 


Toſpir'd by thee groſs Atoms Life receive, 
And animated Earth begins to Live, 
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Lovely Seaſon of Defire, 
St her render Breaſt on Fire, 
Happ'elt Seaſon of the Year, 
Make her EK: nd as ſhe is Fair, 
Make her, &c. 


To thee my choiceſt Stories T'!l bring, 
Lovely charming bluſhing Spring, 
To thee, &c- 


SON C 41. Come let us prepare, Ke. 


Air Venus, they (oy, 
On a rainy bleak ay, 
Thus ſent ber Child Cupid a packing: 
Get thee gore om my Doot, 
Like a Son of a Whore. 
And elſewhere ſtand bruncing and cracking, 


To tell the plain Truth, 
Our little blind Youth, 
Beat the Hoof a org while up and down, fir, 
'Till all Dangers paſt, | 
By god fortune, at laſt 
He itumbled into a great Town, Sir, 


Then ſtraight to himſelf, 
Crys this tiny ly Elf, 
Since begging brings little relief, Sir, 
A Trade I'll commence, 
That ſball bring in the Pence; 
And ſtraight be ſer up for a Thief, Sir, 


At the Play. houſe and Kirk, 
Where he lily did Lurk, 
He ſtole Hearts both from young and old People, 
Till at laſt, ſays my Song, 
He had like to bave ſwang, 
On a Gallows as high as a Steeple, 


Then with Arrows and Bow, 
He a Soldier muſt go; 


And ſtraight he ſhot Folks without Warning; 
 Þ Ss 


(40 


He thought it no Sin, 
When his Hand once was in, 
To kill you a Hundred his Morning, 


When he found that he made, 
Little Gains by his Trade, 

V hat does ou'-ſly gracelefs Blinker, 
But ſtraight chang'd his Note, 
As well as his Coat, 

And needs he mult paſs for a Tinker, 


Have you ary Hearts to Merd, 
Come I'll be your Friend, 

O: eiſe I expe not a Farthirg : 
Ito they“te burntto a Coal, 
I'!! ſoon make them Whole; 

And, Ma:ds, is not this a fair Bargain. 


But, Maids, have a Care, 

Of this Finker beware, 

Shun the Rogue, tho' be ſets ſuch a Face on't ; 
Where he ſtops up one Hole, 

'Tis true by my Soul, 

Hc'll at leaſt leave a Score in the place on't. 


SONG 42. Toung Roger, &c. 
V7 Oung Roger of the Mill, one Morning very 


ſoon, 
Put on his belt Apparel his Hoſe and clouted Shocn 
And he a wooing went to bonny buxom Nell : 


_— cries he, could'ſt ſancy me? I like thee 
F. wond'rous well, 1 like, &c, 


My Horſes I have dreſt, and giv'n them Corn and 
Hay: (Way, 

Pat on my beſt Apparel; and having come this 

Let's fit a:.d chat a while, with thee, my bonny Nell 

Adzooks, cries be, could'ſt fancy me? Ize like thy 
Perſon well, 1 like, &c. 


Young Roger, you're miſtaken, the Damſel then 
reply'd; 
Jam not in iuch haſte to be a Plow man's Bride; 


$ 
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Know I then live in Hopes to marry a Farmer's Son 


If it be ſo, ſays Hodges, I'll go; (weet Miſtreſs I 
have dope. 


Your Horſes you have dreſt , as I have heard you ſay 
Put on your beit Apparel 3 and having come this 
| Way, 
Come fit and chat a while, O no need not [, 
I'll neither wait. nor chat nor prate, Ize other I:ſh 
to Fry, | 


Go take your Farmer's Son, with all my honeſt 
Heart, (and Cart, 

What tho' my Name be Roger that go to Plow 

] need not tarry long, e'er I do gain a Wife, 

There's buxom Joan, it is well known, ſhe loves 
me as her Lite, 


Pray what of buxum Joan, can't I pleaſe you as 
well ? 

For the has ne'er a Penny, and I 2am bouncing Nell. 

And | have fiſty Shillings juſt, the Money made 
him (mile, (ches a while, 

Oh then my dear, I'll draw a Chair, and chat with 


Within half an Hour*s Space, this Couple a Bar- 
gan ſtruck, | 

And I hope then with the Money they both may 
have good Lurk | 

I have Forty Shili:ngs, more, with which a Cow, 
we'll buy : 

We'll join ou: Hards in Wedlock Bands, then who . 
bur you and 1? NS 


SONG 43. For all the, Kc. 


Or a!) the Wealth the Eaſt can lend, 
My Heat thal! ne'er be fold : 

Not tho' &en Jove in Show «rs deſcend, 
Of Love pe:ſu-ding Gold 
The gilded Baii, to Fools I'd throw, 

My Freedom's el I c::ve _ 
By that alone we learn wo know, | 

C 3 
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The Monarch from the Slave, 
By that alone, &c. 


Tt Fymen's Bonds my Heart inſlave, 
Or Love invade my Mind : 
Oh ! let me have the Youth that's brave, 
And gen“ ou à he's kind. 
Thu we have all gur Hearts Deſite; 
No Cares gut Soul can move, 
For Virtue lights the pureſt Fire, 
Ard ſeeds tne Lamp of Love. 
Far Virtue, &c. 


SONG 44 Te Mediey, Rc. 


L. Medley of Maortals that make up this Throrg 
Spare your Wit for a Moment, and lit to my 
Song: (new, 
What you wou'd ont expect here, my Mit ſhall be 
And what is mire ſtarge ev ry Word hal: be true, 
Sing Tartar ware Truth ail, Truto all, 
Sing Tattawrararas Truth all 


Not a Toy in ti Place „eu, buy cheaper than mite 

Lrieg 3our. Leſſ: te ms & y ul ſave all vou Coin, 

Tie L.adies àdone will pay cear for my Skill, 

For il they will hear me their Torgu-s moſt lye ſt:il 
Sing Tantararara Mute all. 


Tho" our Revels are {curn' by the Grave and Is 
\W ir, (ſpi 5 
Yet they p actiſe all Day, hat they ſeem to "Ty 
Fvemiſe Mansiad from the preat to the ſma“! 
Each dM urtai's diſguisd and the Wor'd 1s 4 Pall. 
Sing Tantararcra Miſes all, 


Tre Parſon ahh o Od ber ard Grace. 
With org teper Pipe ard a round ruddy Face, 
Will-rail-at-our No "8 — but when it is Dark, 
The Do for's difguis'd and bed home by the Clerk. 
| ing Tantararara Maſks all, 
The fietce 5 * Blade e, With long Sword ard 
ce ck'd lat. | (ie that 
Who with Zcuiis lie did th's, aud with ſologd he'll 


E 
When he comes to his Trial, he fails in his Part, 


And proves that his Looks were but Masks to his 
Heart. 


Sing Tantarara!ra Maſk; all. 


The Beau Ads the R ke an4 will talk o Amours, 
Shews Leiter from Wives, and Appo:ntments trom 
Who 28. 
But a Creature fo modeſt, avoids all Diſgrace, 
For how would he b'uſh ſhould he meet Face ta 
Face. Sing Tantararara Maſs all 


The Covurtiers an? Pat:1nts ' mog other fi e Things, 
Wil taik of their Country, »d Love to tor Kirgs 
Yet their Kass w.ll d:up of, it you ſh:k2 but the 
| Peif, 
Ard ſhew King and Conrrry all cenrer'd in Self, 
Sing Tintarar ira lilaks alt. 
With an Ouiſtde of V.riue, Mils Equeauuiſh the 
Prude, (rude ; 
it yon touch her, ſhe faivts, if you ſpeak you are 
Tu S 's prim asd She's coy, til. her Pleſſoms 


re p.002, 
0 L N 
Ard when Mellow, She's pluck'd be the Ooachman 
or Jahn Sing Tantararara Mnſes a'l, 


W:th a.grave Mack of Wisdom iay Poyfic and Law 
In your Cie there's no Fear in your Cauſe there's 
no Flaw : 
Til! Deatu and ene Jadge have decreed they look big 
Then you find you bave truſt da full bottom'd Wig 
Sing Tentararara Maſt, a'l. 


Thus Life is no more than a round cf deceit, 

Each Neighbour will dettat his next is a Cheat 

But it, Oh y- Mortals, theſe tricks you purſue, 

You at laſt cheat yourſe'ves — ard the Devil cheats 
you. Sins Tantararara Majks all. 


SONG 45. As tifling Jobn, &c 


S tipling John wa ingging on, 
Upon a Rig; Night; 
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With tott'rirg Pace, and fiery Face, 
Suſpicious of high Flight : 

The Guzros who touk him, by his look, 
For ſome chief Fireb:and 

Ask'd. whenc. ne came. what was his Name; 
W. o are you ? ſtand Friend, ſtand. 
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I'm goi-g Home; from meeting come, 
Ay 1-y- ore, that's the Cale : 
me meeting be has burnt you ſee, 
The Flame's ſtill 16 his } ace, 
Jin thuoght Cwas t:me to purge his Crime, | 
And ſaid, my chief nent, * 
Was to «ſf:age my thirſty rage; 
That meeti g was I mcant. 


Come, Friend, be plain, you trifl- in vain, 
S-y+ one. priy let us know, 

That we may fi-d how you're ir clin'd, 
Art you high Church or Low? 

Jen (aid to tnat, Ill tell you what, 
lo end debates and Strife, 

All T can fy this 15 the Way, 
I Steer my Courſe of Life, 


I ne'er to Bet nor Burge/s go, 
To Steep e-boule not Hall; 
Tie Brisk bar B.!] b-& ſuits my Zeal, 
With, Gentlemen d ye call? 
Now judge, am I Luw Chure': or High, 
From that Tow'; wiih vo Steeple, 
Wie merry Tel! exalts the Soul, 
Ard mult make Higi flown People? 


The Guarcs came on, and iook'd ai John, 
With Countenance moſt plcaſant ; 

By Whiſrer rcund toney all ſoon found, 
He was no dar.g*'rou: Peaſart ; 

So wi.i'* F-bn ftood, the beſt he cou'd, 
Expecting their Necifton, 

Damn vim ſays Hoe ler h m be gone, 

He's of our dn Religion. 
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SONG 46. In my Triumphant, &c. 


If my Triumphant Chariot hutl'd, 
I range around the World, 
"Tis I mad Tom drive all before me: 
While to my royal Throne I come ; 
Bow down, my Slaves. and adore me, 
Your Sovereign Lord, mad Tom, 
What, though the Sceptre that I bear, 
Is all but Dream and Air ? 
I've the Pleaſure of Crowns, 
Witnoat the Care. 


And tho' I give Law, 
From Beds of Straw, 


And dreſs in a tatter'd Robe; 


The Mad man may be, 
More a Monarch than he, 
That commands the Vaſſal Globe. 


SONG 47. The Laſs that, &c. 


HE Laſs that wou'd know how to manage a 
Let her /iſten, and learn it from me, (Man, 
H.s Courage to quell, or his Heart to trapan, 
As the Iime and Occaſions agree 


The Girl that has Beauty, tho* [mall be her wit, 
May wheedle the Clowa or the Beau: x 
The Rake may repe! ; or may draw in the cit, 
By the uſe of that pretty Word — No. 


When Powder'd Toupees in crowds round her chat, 
Each ſtriving his Patton to Show; 

Wien kiſs me, and love me, my Dear, and all that, 
Let her Anſwer be ſtill, No, no, no. 


When a Doſe is contriv'd tc lay Virtue aſleep, 
A Preſent a Treat or a Ball; 

She flill muſt refuſe, if her empire ſhe'd keep, 
And No — be her anſwer to all 


But when Mafter D«pper wit offers his Hand, 
Her Partner ia Weclock to go; 
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A Houſe and a Coach, and a Jointer in Land, 
She's an Idiot, if then ſhe ſays No. 


Whene'er ſhe attack'd by a youth full of Charms, 
Who'e Courtſhip proclaims him a Man ; 

When preſt to his Boſom and claſp'd in his Arms, 
Then let her ſay No, if ſhe can. 


| SONG 48. Celia ſee the, &c; 


ELI ſee the bluſhing Roſe, 
And it's Fragran: Sweets diſcloſe ; 
1 ic Flower that ev'ty Flower outvies, 
| Oh ! ſee it Sickeus, Droops and dies, 
| New Flowers returning Seaſons bring, ; 
| But Beauty has ro ſecond Spring. 


Celia, ſee the ſetting Sun, 
He again ſhall riſe anon ; 
I'th Morniog dre(s'd in brighteſt Flame, 
He'll ſhine anocher and the ſame, 
But we when ſet our Life ſhort Light, 
Muft fl:ep in one Eternal Night, 

Come let u all Care employ, 

To improve our ev'ry joy; © 
Courting Pleaſure, let's embrace, 
The ſmil ng Hours in Rapture paſs - 
Let's kindly treat the Golden now, 
That it may w ſh to ſtay, 

For it once fled, 
And Cxiia dead 

Ah ! hear thy a: x10us Lover true, 
Ah! hear, &c | 
Bright as thy Eyes no Sun ſhall riſe, 
Nor F'ower bloom ſo ſweet as thou, my Love. 


SONG 49. The Lovers Invocation, 


| Hen «< zlia's Heart unſettled roves, 

\ To Hills, and Dales, or flow'ry Groves, } 
When, &. 

On ! tell me Love, the Time and Day, 

This litt'e Heart will run altray, 

Oh tell, &c. 
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Tf to ſome Shade, from Summer's heat. 
This little Heart ſhould ſeek Retreat; 
Dir. & me Love this Heart to find, 

For in tbat Shade ſhe'll prove more Kind. 


If dear ſome Stream where Cryſtal fall, 
Invites the Virgin to its Call, 
Sweet mur mur ing Echo reach my Far. 
And ſay, my Love, your Hcart is there. 


Then ſwift as Light I'll ſeek the Way, 
And make this littie Heart my Prey: 
Kind Love with Joy, ſhall make her gwe, 
She ne'er reports, the Heart was ſtol'n. 


SONG go. 7% Britiſh Grenadiers 


Ome boalt of Alexander, and ſome of Hercules, 

Oi Hefor and Laue r, aud ſome ſuch Scrubs 

as theſe, (pp ars, 

But all the World acknowledges true Courage moſt 
In rub, dub, dub, — Brave Britiſb Grenadiers. 


Thoſe Scrubs that were call'd Herce;, ne'er 
kuew a Cannon Ball. | (withal, 
Nor knew the Force of Powder, to kill their Foes 
Our braver Boys do ſhew it, & baniſh all ther fears, 
In rub, dub, dub, —— Brave Briiip Gtenadiers. 


The God of Battle's pleas'd ; Bellona too doth ſmile 
To ſee theſe mighty Heroes of this our Briti/þ Iſle, 
Ou: do all the Prete»ders of this oor Eartuly Sphere 
In tub, dub, dub, — 3rave Britiſh Grenadiers, 


For when that we're cemmanded to ſtorm thè 
Palliſadoes, - | (Grenadoes 3 

Oar Leaders march with Fuzies, and we with Hand 
We toſs em from the Glacis about our Enemies Ears 
With rub, dub, dub, — Brave Britiſb Grenadiers 


Then let us fill a full Glaſs, and drink a Health 
to Thoſe, | I (Cloaths, 
Who wear the Caps and Pouches, and Regimental 


' 
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May they and their Commanders live happy many 
Years, 


Ia rub, Cub, dub — ard all their Grenadiers. 


SONG 51. Te Mortals whom, &c+ 


E Mortals whom Fancys and Troubles perplex, 
Whom folly miſguides and Toft: mitirs vex, 
Whoſe Lives hardly Kk o what it is to bleſt, 
Who rite without ſoy, ard lie dow: without Reſt, 
Obey the glad Summon», to Lethe repa r, 
Drink deep to the Etream, and lorget all your Care 
Denk dec p. &c. * 


d aids ſhall forget what they wiſh'd for in 
Vain 
And vourg Ones the Rover they cannot regann 3 
] ac Rake hall gt, ho laſt Nigat he Was cloy'd 
And Chloe azain be with Paſſion enjoy'd, 
Cbry inen the Summons, to wethe repair, 
and dein an Ob vion to Trifuble aud Care, 
Ard drink, &C, 


The Wife at one Draught may ſorget all ber 
Wants 

Or arench the fond Fool to forget her Ga lants ; 
The troubled in Mind ſhall co cheartul away, 
And yeſterday's Wietch be quite happy to Day, 
Oo-y hen the Summons, to Lethe repair, 
 Arddrink an Obiivion to Trouble and Care. 
Ard drink, &c, 


SON 52, Sweet are the Charms: 


Wert are the Charms of her [I love, 
Moc fragrart than the Damask Roſe, 
Sort .5 tie Down of Furtl- Dave, 
Jcntle as Winds when, Zerbyr blows. 
Refr.ſhi-p as deicenging Rains, 
So Sun burti Climes and chirſty Plains. 


True as the Needle to the Pole, 
Or as the Dial to the Sun, 
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Corſtant as gliding Waters roll, 
Wugle ſwelling Tides obey the Moon, 
F:om every other Charmer free, 


My Life and Love ſhall follow thee. 


The Lamb the fl:w'ry Thyme devours, 
The Dam the tender Kid purſues, 
Sweet P4;/omel, in ſhady Bowers, 
Of verdant Spring her Notes renews 
All follow what they moſt adm e, 
As I purſue my Soul's Deare. 


Na · ure mult change her beauticous Face, 
And vary as the Seaſons riſe ; 

As Winter to the Spring gives N 
Summer the Approach of Autumn flies: 

No change on Love the Seaſons bring. 

Love only knows perpetual Spring. 


Devouring Time, with ſtealing Pace, 
Makes lofty Oaks ard Cedars bow, 
And Marb'e Towers and Walls of Braſs, 
In his rude March he levels low : 

But Time, deſtioying far and wide, 
Love from the Soul can ne'er divide. 


Death only with his cruel Dart, 
The geaut'e Godhead can remove, 
And drive bim fiom the bleeding Heart, 
To mingle with the Bleſt above, 
Where koown to all his kinded Train, 
He finds a laſting Reſt from Pain, 


Love and his Siſter fair, the Soal, 

Twin born from Heaven together came : 
Love will the Univerſe controul, 

Wen dying Seaſons loſs their Name; 
Divine Abodes ſhall own his Power, 
Vhen Time and Death ſhall de no more, 


SONG 53. Spring renewtiyg, &c- 


Pring renewing, all Things gay, 
Nature's DiQates all obey ; 
D. -- 
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Ia each Creature we may lee, 
The Effects of Love's Decree ; 
Such their State, ſuch their Fate, 
Do not, Polly, ſtay too late. | 
Do not Polly, &fc. 


Look around, and ſee them play, 
All are wancon whilit they may; 
Way ſhould precious Time be loſt ? 
After Summer comes a Froſt, 

All purſue Natur's Due, 
Let us. Polly do fo too. 
Let ws Polly, Cc. 


Flowers all around us growing, 
Herds on ev'ry Meadow: lowing, 
Birds on ev'ry Branch are wooing, 
Turtles all around us cocing ; 

See they woo, hark ! they coo, 
Let us, Polly, do fo too. 
Let us, Pally, &c. 


Mark how kind yon Swain and Laſs, 
Gently fit on yonder Graſs ; 
See how earneitly he purſues, 
Whilſt ſhe bluſting, can't refuſe, — 
See yon Two, how they woo, 
Let us, Polly, do ſo too, 
Let us Polly, Ec. 


Mark that Cloud above the Plain, 
See, it ſeems to threaten Rain; 
Flocks and Herds do run together, 
Seeking Shelter from the Weather, 

Fear not you, I'll be true, 
Therefore, Polly, be ſo too. 
Therefwe, Pally be jo too. 


SONG 54 By Jove FIA be Free. 


Ome all you young Loves who wan with 
Deſpair, | 


Cempole idle Sonnets and ſigh for the Fair; 
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Who puff up their Pride by enchancing their Charms 


Ard tel) them 'tis Heaven to lie in their Arms; 


Be wiſe, by Example, take Pattern from me. 
For let what will happen. By Jure ['ll be free. 
By Fove I' be free. 


Young Daphne I ſaw, in the Trap I was caught, 
T 1y'd and I flatter'd, as Cuſtom has taught, 
I preſs'd her to bliſs, which ſhe granted full ſoon, 
Bu: the Date of my Paſſion expir'd with the Moon, 
Sne vow'd ſhe was roin'd, I ſaid it might be, 
i'm ſorry my Dear but by jove Il be free. 
But by TJ owe T. be free. 


The next was yourg Phillis as bright as the 
| Morn : 
The Love that I proſſer'd ſhe treated with Scorn ; 
Ilaogh'd at her Folly, and told her my Mind, 
That _ could be handſome, but ſach as wete 
1nd, | | 
Her Pride ard ill Nature were loſt upon me; 
For in ſpite of fair Faces, by Jove I'll be free. 
By Jeve TI le free, 


Let others call Marriage the Harbour of Joys, 
Calm Peace I delight in, and fly from all Noiie: 
Some chuſe to be hamper'd, tis ſure a ſtrange Rage, 
And like Bi:ds they ſing beſt whea they're put in a 

Cage; 
Cor ſiae ment's the Devil, *twas ne'er made for me, 
Let who will be bound Slaves, by Jove I'll be free, 
By Jove Lil be free. 


Then let the brick Pumper run over the Glaſs, 
In a Toaſt to the vonrg and beautiful Lafs ; 
Wro yielding and enſy, pieſcrides no dull Kule , 
Nor thinks 1ts a Wonder a Lover ſhoald ccol ; 
Let us bill like the Sparrow, and rove like the 

Bre. 
For in ſpite of grave Leſſone, By Jove I'll be free, 
By Jobe Dil te free, 
D 2 


(42 3 
SING 55. When here, Lucida, &c, 


* Hen here, Lucinda, f:& we came, 

h V. here Arto rolls his ſilver Streg m. 
tw bri:kthe Nymphs, the Swains bow g ? 
Content mſpir'd each total Lay, 


3 re birds in liveller woncert lur g, 

{he ares in thicker Cluſters hurg 3 

* leok'd as guy cou'd never (ail, 
mong ite Sweets of Arno's Vale 

* 4 348 'S * F. } Se. 


But now, ſince goed Palemon did. 
Ide chief of Step eids and the Þiid 
ww Arno's Sons mudl all g ve Place, 
To Northern Swains an Iron Race : 
ie latte of i leaſure now is o'er, 
Notes, L,ucicda, pleaſe no mort z 
e MJules drocp, the Goths prevail, 
£.5.tu he Sweets of Atnd's Vale. 


SONG 56. The Bacchanalian's IViſh, 


AD Neptune, when firſt he took Charge of 
the Sea, 


Feen as wiſe, or at leaſt been as merry as we. 
He'd have thought tet::r on't, and, inſtead of his 
Brine, | | (VV in—C 

Would have filPd the vaſt Ocean with generous 
# 141d have 611d, &c. 


What Trafficking then would have been on the Main 
For the Sake of good Liquor as well as for Gain, 
No Fear then of Tempeſt, or Danger ot Sinking. 
The Fell.es ne'er Grown, they ate always a drink g 
Tyre Fiſhes, See. ; 


Had this been the Caſe what had we enjoy'd, ; 
Our Spicits fill riſing our Fancy ne'er Cloy J. 
A Pox then on Neptune, when 'was in his Pow'r, 
To flip like a Fol, ſuch a fortunate Hour. 
To ſlip, Sc, 


E403 3 


SONG 57, Oh ! my Naſſau, &c. 


H! wy Na/au di vou know how I languiſh 
() You'd Picy my Pain, 522'd, & 
Y cur Preſence zlone can relieve my fad Anguiſh, 
So return, aga'n, &c, 


Never | {pare me the Paſſion you'l find without Flaw 

Tho' =: firit you ſhould make me cry Oh ! my 
Naſſau. 

See my Naſau ſtom Bath is returning, 

His Narcy to Wed, 

His Health is rchorrd ard Hy mens torch burning, 
Co doct him to Bed. 

What there heil do io me l' not be in Awe, 

As you'd day the vext Morn ſhould you we my 


A. Jau. 


Feel my Nafau thoſe Tranſports ſo kuliop, 
Waälch Lovers er joy, 
Vail you lay in my At ms in kiſhrg and billing, 
Our Time we'll emoloy. 
Wou'd the Biſhop once tack us according to Law, 
You the Tranſports of Wedlock ſhou'd feel my 
Najjau, 
Kiſs my Næ A thy Nancy ſo Booming, 
Whole Pathons are tru», 
Shou'd you think my dear Cha:mer my Love too 


Tis only for you, (preſuming. 
Tho' the Maids ſhould prove envious I care not a 
Straw, 


For if envious they prove they may kifs my Nau. 
SONG 58. Black e Suſan, 


L L ia the Downs the Fleet was mcor'd, 
The Streamers waving in the Wird, 
When black-ey'd Suſan came on boa:d, 
Owhere ſhall I my true Love find! 
Tell me ye jovial Sailors tell me true 
It my ſweet la lails among the Crew! 
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diam. Who high upon the Yard, 
Rock'd wit? the Billows to and fro. 
Soon a+ ter well knowa Voice he heard, 
te ſigb d and caſt his Eyes below, 
The Cord fl es ſw'ftly thro' hi: glowing ard, 


And quick as Lightning on the Deck he ſtands 


So ſweet the Lark, high pols'd in Air, 
Shuts cloſe his Pinnions to his Breaſt. 
(If chance his Mate's hiiil Voice ke beard) 
And drops at once into her Nett : 
The nobleſt Captain in the Britifh Fle-t, 
Might eovy William's Lips thoſe K fles tweet. 


O Suſan, Suſan, lovely Dear! 
My Vow: ſhill ever true remain, 
Let me wipe off that falling Tear, 
We only part to meet again 


Change as ye liſt, ye Winds. my Heart ſhall be, 


The faithful Compaſs that fill points to thas. 
Believe not what the Landmen ſay, 


Wo tempt with Doubts thy conitant Mind . 


They'll tell thee Sailors, when away, 

ln every Port a Miſtreſs find. 
Yes, yes, believe them, wheo they tell thee ſo, 
For thou art preſent whereice'er I ga. 
If to fair Iadia's Coaſt we (il, 

Thine Eyes ate ſern in D.'monds bright ; 
Thy Breath is Atric's ſpicy Ga'e, 

Thy Skin is Ivory ſo white: 
Thus every Beautious Object that I view, 
Wakes in my Soul ſome Charms to lovely Sue, 


Tho? Battles calls me from thy Arms, 
Let not my pretty Sufan mourn, 

Tho Cannons roar, yet ſafe from Harms, 
W:iliam (hall to his Dear return. 

Love turn aſide the Balls that round me fly, 


Tell precious Tears ſhould fall trom Suſan's Eye. 


The Boatſwain gave the dreadful Word, 
The Sails their ſwelling Booms ipread ; 


— 
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No longer muſt ſhe Rav on board, 

They kKits'd, ſhe figh'd he rung Is Head, 
Her le{s'ning Boat unw:lling rows to Land, 
Adieu h- cry'd, and wav'd ner Ly lang. 


SONG 59. Bacchus o Dey gaily 
ſtriaing. 
1 * le, all Iſles excelligg. 


Seat of Pleaſures ad of {.cve, 
Venus here 411] chooſe her Dwelling, 


| And forſake the Cyprian Grove, 
a Cupid from his tav'rite Nation, 
) Bire and Eovy will remove, 


Jealouſy, that poiſons Pell", 
And Deſpair that dies of Love, 


Gentle Murmurs, ſwee: Complaining: 
Sighs that blow tne Fire of tore: 
Soft Repulſes, k od Diſdainir g. 
Shall be all che Pains von vrove, 
Ev'ry Swain ſhall pay his Du:, 
Grateful ev'iry Ny men ſhail pve; 
| And as theſe excel in Feguty, 
| Thoie ſhail be tenowu'd for Ley. 


SONG 60. la pliaſent, Kc. 
i- O W pleaſaot a Sailors Life paſſes, 


Whotioams.o'er the watry Main! 
No Treaſure he ever amaſſes, 
But chearfully ſpends all his Gain, 
We're Strangers to Party and Factior, 
To Honour and Honeſty true, 
And wou'd not commit a baie Ation, 
| For Profit or Power in view, 
0 Chor, Then why ſhould we quartal for Riches, 
Or any ſuch glittering Toys ? | 
A light Heart and a thin pair of Breeches, 
Goes thorouga the World brave Boys. 


The World is a beautiful Garden, 
Entich'd with the Bleiings of Life, 


| 
| 


k 


The Teiler with Plecty rewarding, 
Whticn Plenty too vittn eas Sctiſe, 
W hen ter ib't lempens 2 Hai us. 
Ard mœuntaitaes Elle Ar gut, 
No Gtendeut or Wealth con ava us, 
Rot Ge ul 1+ Cel, y bert vt. 
Chor, I ben e y ſl:culd, &c. 


The Ccurtiet's more ſubj ct to Dangers, 
Who cul:s at the He m of the State, 
Then we, who to Polnicks Strangers, 
Eſcape the Snares lad or the Gicat. 
The various Blefings of Tratuie, 
In varicus Nations we try ; 
No Mortals than us can be greater, 
Who mernily live till we die. 
Chor. Then why ſovid, &c. 


SONG 61. Let Ambition, &c. | 
ET Amb tion bre tre Mind. 
Thou wert born o'er Men to reign :- 
Not to follow Flocks deſiga'd, 
Scorn thy Crcok, and icave the Plain, 
Crowns I'll throw beneath thy Feet, 
Thou on Necks of Kings {hall tread 3 
Joys in Circleing Joys ih meet. 
Which Way ſo'e'er thy Fancy's led. 
Let not Toils of Empire fright, 
Toils of Empire Pleaſures are; 
Thou ſha}t only know Delight, 
All the Joy, but not the Care. 


Shepherd, if thou'lt yield the Ptize, 
For the Bl: ſlings 1 beſtow ; 
Joyful I'll aſcend the Skies, 
Happy thou ſhalt reign below. 


SONG 62. Come follow, follow, Kc. 


Nome follow, follow me, 


Le Fairy Elves that be, 


N 
l 


; 
N 
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Light tripping o'er the Green ; 
Come follow Mab your Queen; 
Hand in Hand we'll dance around, 
For this Place is Fairy Ground, 


When Xlortals are at Reſt, 
And ſnoa:ing in their Neſt ; 
Unhea:'d and uneſpy'd, 

T'hro' Kev holes we do gli'e; 
Over Tables, Stools, and She! ves, 
Vre trip it with our Fairy Llves. 

Ard if the Honſe be foul, 
With Platter Diſh or Bo I, 
Up Stirs we nimbly creep, 
And find the Sluts afleep ; 
Then we pirch their Arme and Thighs : 
Nore us hears, and none us ſples. 

But if the tlouſe be ſwept, 
And from uncleanneſs kept, 


We praiſe the Houſhold Maid, 
And ſurely ſhe is paid: 


Every Night before we po, 


We drop a Teſter in het Shoe, 


Then o'er a Muſhroom's Head, 
Our Table cloth we ſpread; 
A Grain of Rye or Wheat, 
The Diet that we eat; 
Pearly Drops of Due we drink, 
In Acorn Cups fili'd to the Brink. 


The Brains of Nightinoales, 
With urxious Fat of Snails, 
Between two Cockles lteiy'd, 
I, Meat that's easy chew'd ; 
Brains of Worms and Marrow cf Mice, 
Do make a Feaſt that's wond'rous nice. 


The Graſh»pper, nat and Fly, 
Serve for our Mirkireily 3 
Grace (3:4 we Carce a while, 
Aud fo th: me degule; 


(00-2 
But if the Moon doth hide her Head, 
The Glow worm lights us home to Bed. 


O'er Tops of dewy Grals, 
So nimbly we dy pals, 
The young and tender Sta! Kk, 
Ne'er bends where we do walk ; N 
Vet in the Morning may be ſeen, | | 
Where we the Night belore have been, 


SONG 63. Hy ſwiftly ye Minates, 


LY ſwiftly ye Minutes till Cn receive, 
I'he nameleſs foft Trauſports that Beauty can 
give, 
The Bowl's frolick Joys let bim teach her to prove, 
And ike in return yield the Raptures of Love. 


Without Love and Wice, Wit and Beauty are vaio, 

All Grandeur inſipid, and Riches a Pain, 

The moſt ſplendid Palace grows dark as the Crave: 

Love and Wine give, ye Gods | or take back what 
you gave. 


— — 
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Chorus. Away. ata, atv ay, 
To Comus, Court repair: 
There Night outſbines the Day, 
There yields the melting Fair, 


SONG 64, Collin's Crnpiarze. 


E AR Cloe, whilſt thus beyond Meature, 

ö Yau treat me with Doubts and Diſdain; 
You rob all the Youth of its Picalure, 

And hoard up an old Age of Pain: 
Your Maxim, that Love is ſtillcunded 

On Charms that wi:l quickly decay, 

You'll find to be very TT grounded, 

When once you its Dictztes obey. 


The Paſſion, from Beauty firſt drawn, 
Your Kindneſs will vaſtly improve, 
Soft Smiles and gay Looks are the Dave, 

Fruition's the San ſh ne of Lore. 


1 


—— 


| 
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Ard tho' the bright Beams of your Eyes, 
Should be clouded that now are 10 gay, 
Ard Darkneſs poſſeſs all the Skies, 
We ne'er can forget it was Day. 
Old Derby with Ja by his Side, 
You've often tegatded with Wander 
He's Droplica!, Sie is fore b,v'd, 
Yet they':2 ever unealy aſunder, 
Together they totter about 
Or ſit in the Sun at the Door, 
Ard at N-pht when old Da- 5 ot“ aut, 
His Jau will not ſmook a Whiff mare, 


No Beauty or Wit they pct + 
| heir {everal Failings to * ther; 
Theo what are the Charms, can you gueſs, 
Than ke 'em ſo fond of each vine; ? 
*I''5 pieaſſing Remembrance of Yout), 
Tre 1f.dearments that Love did beitow, 
1 be thonghts of paſt Pleaſure and T'ruto, 
Are the beſt of all Bleſſings below, 


Thie Tr-ces for ever will lat 
ich yickveſs nor Time can remove, 
For wien Youth and Beauty are paſt, 
And Age brings the Winter of Love, 


A Frie:ccihip infenſibly grows, 


By reviews of ſuch Rap:ures as theſe, 
The Current of F ondnefſ: ſtiil lows, 
WW rich decrepid old Age cannot frecze. 


SONG 65. Love and Foily, &c- 


OVE ard Fclly were at Play, 
Roth too wanton to be wile , 
They fell out, and in a Fray. 
Folly put out Capid's Eyes. 


Strait the Criminal was try'd. 
And had his Puniſhment aſſign'd, 
Folly ſhould to Love be try'd, 
And condemn'd to lead the Blind. 


— 


Then wiſely let's veutufte, 
Out ſelves to decehe, 
Since Fate has decrecd us 
Jo Love and Belicte. 
For all we can pain, 
By our Wiſdom and Eyes, 
Is to find ourſelves cheated, 
And wretched, when wiſe. 


SONG 66. The Abbot of Canterbury. 


Cobler there was 5nd he liv'd ina Stall, 
A \Which ferv'd him for Parlour, for Kitchen, 
a d Hall, 
No Coin io tis Pocket, nor Cate in his Pate, 
No And tion had ne, net Duas at bis Gate; 
Derry un, down, down, derty down, 


Coutened he wark'd, and he thought himſelf 
KADEY, (Nappy 5 
If at Night be could purchaſe a Jug of Brown 
How net laugb tuen, and wailtie, and ng too 
muſt ſweet, 
Say irg. Jaſt o a Hair T have made both Ends meet, 
Dei ry aown, Fc. 


But Love, the Diſturber of High and of Low, 
T bat ſhoots at the Peaſant as well as the Beau; | 
He ſhot the poor Cobler quite through the Heart, 
1 wiſh he had bit ſom? more ignorable Part: 
| Derry down, Cc. 
It was in a Cellar this Archer did play, 
Where a buxom yobrg Damſel continually lay, 
Het Eyes ſhore io bright when ſhe roſe ev'ry Day, 
That ſhe ſhot the poor Cabler quite over the Way, 
Derry ao e 
dle ſung bet Love Songs as he fat at his Work, 
But ihe was as t:ard as a Jew or a Tk; 
eas be ipzke, ſhe would flounce and wou'd 
cer, 
Which put the poor Cobler quite into Deſpair. 
Derry dawn, &c, 


- 
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He took up his Awl that he had in the World, 
And to make away with himſelf was refolv'd ; 
He pierc'd through his Body inſtead of the Sole, 
So the Cobler he dy'd, and the Bell it did toll. 

Derry down, Cc. 


But the laſt of the Cobler is ſaid to relate, 
There's an end of the poor Snob, but no end of his fate 


No Mortal came near him, no Shroud could he 
have, 


No Coffia prepar'd nor no care for a Grave. 
Derry down, &fc, | 


"Till at length this young Damſel was mov'd with 
Compaſſion 
And reſolv'd after Death, ſhe would follow the 
Faſhion, 


When h'had laid full Six Days that his Leather was 
Shrunk, 


She cram'd the poor Cobler into an old Trunk. 
Derry down, down, &c- 


A tatter'd black Petticoat ſhe gave for a Pall. 
*I'was ſupported by Six crooked Coblers 211 : 


With their Straps in their Hands, but no Cloaths to 
thrir Backs, 


Yet their Mourning was ſolemn : as Size and 


Derry down, down, &c. (Lamp black. 


Then Tag Rag and Bob tail enter'd the throag, 

To follow the Snobs as they moved along; 

There was ſobbing ard fight: g with Hands lifted up, 

Crying, his Awl wrought his End, without uſiog his 
Derry aown, down, &c, (Strap. 


Six Hunch. back Gin Drinkers came limping behind, 
With their Eyes ſwell'd with Grief, they were 
almoſt blind ; 


With Linkmen, Lamp black makers, and a Knife 
Grinder, 


As Mourners mov'd after, each led a Rag fiader, 
Derry down, down, &c, 


E 
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The Sngbs with their Straps, when they come to 
1 the Ground. (rourd ; 
Wet down the old Trunk, ee the Mourners flood 
Then in went his Awl, Laſt, Wax Hairs and | hizad, 
Wnile © —e the Parſon moſt luſtiiy pray'd. 
Derry down, anon, & 


And when the poor Cob'er was laid in his Grave, 

As their laſt friendly Office, they {qua.''d ou: a itave, 

Oh! had you but heard their ſad weeping end 
wowling, (hu. : 

You'd have thought it had been the Wiid In a 
Derry down, down, Cc. 


And now in Good. Will I adviſ. ae a Friend. 5 
Al Coblets take Warning by this Cob'er's End : | 
Keep your Hearts out of Love, for we fd by what's | 
. 
Tnat Love briogs us all to an End at the Laſt, 
Derry dcwn, Se. 


SONG 67. Jolly Roger T wangdillo. 


Olly Rüger Twangdillo, of Plowden Hl. 
Jn bis Cneſt had a thouſand good Pounds, 
fat Oxen and Sheep, and a Barn well fill'd. 
And a hundred good Acres of Gruund ; 
Which made ey'ry Maiden, 
WithMaiden. head laden, 
And Widows tho! juſt ſet free, 
To wrangle and fret, atd pump up their Wit, 
To train to the Net, Twangdillo, 1 wargcdee, 


The firſt that brake Ice was a Lots that had been, 
Born of a good Houle, but. decay'd; 
Her Gown was new dy'd and her Night- rail cle an, | 
Tcſing and talk French ſhe'd been bred ; 
She'd dance Northen Nancy, 
F. k Par le vou Francois? © 
That Hodge might her Breeding ſee ; 
She's roll her black Eye, 
Breath ſhort with a Sigh, 
W!.cn:'er ſhe came nigh Twangdillo, Twangdee. 


1 | 
The next was a Sempſttefs of Stature low, | 
That ſancy'd ſhe wanted a Male; | 
Her Hair was black as an Autumn Sloe, | 
Ard ha:ſh as a Coach. Hotle's lail ; | 
She's ogie and wheedle, 
And prick with her Needle 
What a'ye lack? what d'ye buy ? cry'd he ; 
But now her briſk Tone 
Js chang'd to a g oan | 
Ah! P my Moau, Twangdillo, Twangdee. 


A muſty old Chambermaid, lean aud tall, 
Ihe next as a Suitor appears; 
With a Tongue load and fhrill, but no Teeth at all, 
For Time bad drawn them many Years ; 
Caſt Gowns, and luck Lumber, 
Old 5mocks without Number, 
She bragg'd ſhould her Dowry be ; 
Forty Fair of lac'd Shoes, | 
Ribbons, Green, Red, and Blues ; 
But all would not nooſe Twangdillo, Twangdee, 


The next was a Laſs of a Popiſh Train, 
That Jeſuit Whims had been taught; 
She bragg'd they'd ſoon have King J—s zgnain 
Tho' ber Spouſe was Hang'd for the Plot; 
The French would come over, 
And land here at Dover, 
And all that they wiſh'a {or would be; 
Tiis Jacobite Jade, 
Jalk'd as it ſhe was mad, 
Ia hopes to have had Twangdillo Twangdee. 


A Vintver's fat Widow then was view'd, 
Whoſe Cuckold had pick'd up ſome Pf ; 
He had kiil'd half his Neighbours with Wine he'd 
brew'd, 
And lately bad poiſon'd himſelf - 
With Bumpers of Claret, 
No Soele paying for it, 
ie'd Rogei's Companion be; 
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Strike Fiſt on the Board, 
Huzza was the Word. 
Come Kiſs me adorn'd Twangcillo Twangdee. 


But Roger teſolv'd not to be her Man, 
And to gave a Loote to the next. 
The Niece c*a cartirg blear ey'd Non con, 
i harft:ifly could carvals his Text. 
A Dame in Cheap fide too, 
Would ha' fain be his Bride too, 
And made him of Londen free ; 
But no Laſs woald down, 
In Ccuntry or Town, | 
So Pu:ſe pruud was grown Twargdillo Twangdee. 


11 at lad pretty Nancy a Farmer's Joy, | 
That newiy a milking had been; | 
ound fac'd, cherry cheek'd with a rolling Eye, 
Came tripping it over the Green: | 


dhe mov's like a Gcddeſs, | 
And in her lac'd Bodice, | 
A Span ſne could hardly be - | 
Her Lips were plump grown, 
And her Hair 2 dark Brown; 
'T was ſhe that brovght down Twangdillo Twangdee 


SONG 68, Hark / the bonny, &c. 


Ark ! the Lanny Chriſt Church Bells, 
4% 25:3» 4-5, 6: 

'T hey ſound io wound great, 

So won d'rous ſweet, 

And they towl ſo merrily, merrily, 

Hark ! the firſt and ſecond Bell, 
T hat every Day at Four and Ten, 

Cries come to Pray'rs, 


And the Verger troops before the Dean. 


Tingle, tiagle, tingle, goes the ſmall Bell at Nine, 
1o call the Beetets home; 
But the Dev'l a Man, 
Will leave his Cann, 
Till he hears the mighty Tom. 


1 


SONG 69: Love's a gentle, 


Ove's a gentle, gen'rous P:fhon, 
Source of all ſublime Dl 'ghts ; 
\ nich, with mutual Inclinattors. 
Iwo fond Hearts in one unites, 


Wat are Titels Pomp, and Riches, 
If cempat'd With true Content ? 
'T h-t i5!i- joy which now bewitchkes, 
Wen wb'ain's we May repent. 
Liwiels Paſt ns being Vexation, 
Ba: a choke and gentle Love, 
Is a gloom Emvlatian, 
Oi the biif-rul State above, 


SONG 70, Maria, ken my, 


% A Arta, when my Sight you beets, 
1 5 ttacn Mot bereath your Cow, 
Huw can the Swain ais Joy exptels, 
10 ice tace in thy rural Dress. 
Aod hear tate Singing too? 
* 
Dena:es thy purer 'Pnoue nt, 
As clear from Faiſhood as D ſdain; 
And intby loft and chearfui Strain, 
Ay Cares are all forgot. 


Thy Breath excels the Breath of Morn: 
Nlote fragrant than the Hay; 

Or Flow'ts, tho' in thy Boſom worn; 

Or Clover graſs, or green ear'd Corn 3 
Or Cows more ſweet than they. 


Tho modeſt Cheeks out bluſh the Roſe, 
Whilit I thy Charms recite ; 
Thy Lips are Cherries, Eyes are Slices 3 
And thy engaging Smiles diſcloſe, 
Two Rows of Iv'ry white, 


But oh ! the Burden of my Song ! 
Thoſe Charms may tall a Prey 
E 3 


ay milkewhite Weiltcoat, free from Stain, 
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And be commanded, right or wrong. 


By ſome dull Clown, whoſe vulgit Tongue, 
Caa neither fing nor ſay. 


.The Viet thus, that in the Mead, 


Regal'd our Smell, alaſs ! 
No mor? mult rear his bloomy Head, 
Stamp'd in by ſome b'ack Ox's Tread, 
Or mow'd with common Graſs, 


The chearful Mornings, once ſo bleſt, 
The Ev'nings too, are o'er : 

Ye Cows, whole '| eats Maria preſt, 

Farewel : My Pipe has done its beſt, 
Maria (miles no more, 


SONG 71. Lotharia. 


Airly now ye ſtrive to charm me, 
All ye Sweets of b'ooming May : 
Ho ſhou'd empty Sunſhine warm me, 
While Lothar:a keeps away. 
W kale, &c. 


Go ye warbling Birds go leave me, 
Shade ye Clouds the {miling Sky, 
Sweeter Notes her Voice.can give me, 
Softer Sunſhine fiils her Eye. 

Soſter, &c. 


SONG 72. Corn Rizs are bois, 
M Y Pati: is a Lover gay, 


His Mind is never muddy ; 

H1s Breath is ſweeter than new ley, 

His Face is fair and ruddy, 
His Shape is handiome, middle $i:c ; 

He's fately in his Wawleing; 
The Shining of his Een furpriſe ; 

Tis Heav'a to hear him Tawking. 
Laſt Nigbt I met him on a Bawk, 

W nere yellow Corn was growing, 


There mony a kindly Word he ſpoke, 


Wa 


That ſet my Heart a Glowing, 
He kiſs'd, and vow'd he wad be mine, 
And loo'd me beſt of ory ; 
That gars me like to ſiag ſiaſyte, 
O Corn Rigs are bony, 


Let Mails is of a ily Mind, 

Retuie what m.idit they're wantirg 5 
Since we or viel ung are vefign'd, 

We chaltly ſhould be granting 3 
Then l' comply ard nasty Pate, 

Ard iy: e 1 4 Cockernony, 
He's free io uz air or late, 

Where Cern Rigs are bony. 


SONG 73. Life is chequer'd, &<. 


IF is chequet'd — Toil and Pleaſu:e, 
Fill up all the various Meaſure, 
See the Crew in Flannel Jerkins 1 
Drinking, toping Flip by Fickins ; 
And as they raiſe the Tip, 
To their happy Lip, | 
On the Deck is heard no other Sound, 
But p:ithee Zack, prithes Dick, 
Prithee Sau, piithce Tem, 
Let the Cann go round. 
CHOR:E:S. 
Then hark to the Boatſwain's Whittle, Whiſte, 
Then hark to the Boatſwain's Whiſtle, Walſtie, 
Buitle, buttle : | 
My Boy let us ſtir, let us toil, 
Bu: let us Erink all the While, - 
For .abour's the Price of our Joys, 
For Labour, &c. 
Life is checquer'd — Toil and Pleaſure, 
Fill up all the various Meaſutes 
Hark the Crew s ith Sun burnt Faces, 
Chantiag Black ey'd Suſan's Graces : 
And as they raiſe their Notes, | 
Thto' their ruſty Throats, 
On the Deck, &c, With the Chorus as before, 


—— . — — — * 
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Life is checquer'd =- Foil and P.ealute, 

1111 up a1] the various M-afure : 

See the Crew their Caves diſcarding, 

With Hoſtle cap, or with Chuck tarthing ; 
Still in merry Pin, 
Let *em lole or win, | 

Oa the Deck &c. with the Chora: as before, 


SONG 74 The new firun Birds. 


of HF new.flown Birds tle Shepherds hog, 
And welcome in the lay, 
Come Pali.re'la, now the Sprirg, 
Make: every Lare ſk p gay. 
Wide ſoreading T res their leafy Shade, 
(Yer balf the plain extend, 
Or in refleting Fountains play'd, 
Their quiverirg Bracches bend, 
i Or in, &c. 


Come taſte the Seaſon in its Prime, 
Ard bleſs the riſiag Year ; 

Ob; how my Soul grows fick of Time, 
Till thou my Love appear | 

Then ſhall ] paſs the gladſome Day, 
Naim in thy Reauty's Shine : 

Wen thy dest Flock ſhall feed and play, 
Ard intermix with mine. 


For thee of Doves a Milk-white Pair, 
In ülken Bands I bold, | 

For the a firſtling Lambkin fair, 
1 keep within the Fold 

If MUk-white Doves acceptance meet, 
Or tender Lambkins pleaſe, 


| My ſpotleſs Heart, without Deceit, 


Be offer d up with theſe. 


SONG 75. Should J die, &c. 


812 2 I die by the Force of good Wine, 
Lis my Will that a Tun be my Shrine, 
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And for the Age to come. 
Engtave this on my Tomb 
Here lies a Body once ſo brave, 
Who with Drinkiog made his Grave, 


Since thus to die's to purchaſe Fame, 

And raiſe an everlaſting Name; 

Drink, drink away; drink, diink away; 
And there let's be nobly interr'd : 

Let Mi.ers and Slaves pop into their Graves, 
And rot in a dirty Church Yard, 


SONG 76. How brimful, &c. 


OW brimful of Nothipg's the Life of a Beau: 
They've Nothing to think of, they've No- 
thing to do : 

They've nothing to talk of, for Nothing they kaow, 
Such, ſuch is the Life of a Beau, &c, 


For Nothing they riſe, but to draw the freſh Air; 
Spend the Morning in Nothing, but Curling their 
Hair, 
And do Nothing all Day, but ſing; ſaunter, and 
ſtare : 
Such, ſuch is, &c. 


For Nothing, at Night, to the Play-houſe they 
crowd, 5 
To mind Nothing done there, they always ate 
| proud : 
But to bow, and to grin, and talk Nothing aloud : 
Such, ſuch is, &c. 


For Nothing they run to th' Aſſembly and Ball, 
And for Nothing at Cards, a fair Partner they call 
For they ſtill muſt be beaſted, Who ve— Nothing 
at all ; 
Such, ſuch is, &c. 


For Nothing on Sundays at Church they appear ; 


For they've Nothivg to hope, nor they've Nothing 
to fear: 


| 
| 
| 


4 
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They can be Notbing no where, Who —Notbieg 
are here; 
Such, ſuch is, &c. 


SONG 77. The Nut-brown Maid. 


, Was in the bloom of May, 
: When Odoars breath around, 
When Nympis are blyth and gay, 
And all with Mirth bound; 


That happily I ſttay'd. 


To view my fleecy care, 
Where I beheld a Maid, 
No mortal e'er ſo fair. No mortal, &c, 


She wore upon her Head, 
A Bonnet made of Straw, 
W hich ſuch a Face did ſhade, 
As Phæbus never ſaw, 
Her locks of Nut brown Hue, 
A round ear'd Coif conceal'd, 
Which to my pleaſing view, 
A iporting breeze reveal'd, 


Around her ſlender waiſt, 
A ſcrip embroider'd hung; 
The Lute her Fingers grac'd, 
Accomp'ny'd w th a Song; 
With ſuch a plezfing Note, 
Cuzzoni might regale, 
Or Philomela's Throzt, 
That warbles thro' the Vale. 


Not long I ftoed to view, 
Struck with her heay'nly Ar, 
I to the Charmer 8-w, 
And caught the yieiding Fair 
Hear this, ye ſcornfu! Belles, 
And milder ways parſue ; 
Sne that in charms excels, 
Excels in kindugſs toc. 


E 


SONG 73. Art if yon damask, &c. 


SK if yon damaſk Roſe be ſweet, 
Thar icents the ambient Air 
Taen aſk e:ch Shepherd that you meet, 

It dear Suſinna's fair? 

If dear, dear Suſarna's fair, 
I! dear Suſanna's fair 
Aſk if yon damaſk; &c. 

Say will the Valture leave his rey? 

Ard warble thro' the Gteve; 
Bid wan:on Linnet« quit the Sp-ay, 

Then doubt thy Shepaerd's Luve. 


Tue 5p5ils of War let others ſhare, 
Let Fride in Svlendor ſhine . 

Ye Ba:ds unenvy'd Laurels wear, 
Bc fair Suſs ana mine. 


SONG 79. Fair Belindi. 


X Hen mighty JOVE ſurvey'd Mankind, 
| And law Bein la ſh ce: 
Struck was the Gd ov Eat to fi id, 
A Creature iv diving, 
Forthw th he call d for Cup.a's Atmz, 
And ſk'd a fow'rful Dart, 
To woged witn Love thoie beauteous Charms, 
Which thus has ſmote his Heart. 
Which taàus, &c, 


Copid approach'd with trembling Wings, 
Unwill:og to declare 

That he from whom this Paſſion ſprings, 
Was Captive to the Fair. 

Enray'd at this the God bead ſaid, 
Kaow tho” thou'rt God of Love, 

Yet of theſe Realms I reign the Head, 
Ard who dare rival Jove. 


Cupid thus truck with deep Afﬀright, 
Strait quits his native Skies; 


| 
| 
| 
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And to avoid Jove's pow'rful Might, 
He flew to Be/la's Eyes; 

There baſking lurks, nor heeds the God, 
Who rules and governs all; 

Convinc'd that he at Bella's Nod, 
A Sacrifice mult fall. 


Fir'd with Revenge, the God then ſwore, 
By high Olympus Hill, 
That Cupid ne'er ſhould ramble more. 
But ſtay with Bella ſtill, 
Confin'd in her, he there remains, 
Ne'er to return again; 
Wnilſt ſne alone ſupremely reigns, 
A like o'er Gods as Men. 


SONG $0. One Day I keard, Rc. 


N E Dey I heard Mary (ay, 
{How ſha!! I icave tree, 
Stay deareit Adonis, ſtay, 
W hy wilt thou grieve me, 
Alas, my fond Heait will bicelc, 
II thou ſhould leave me, 
In live and dit for thy Sake, 
Yet never leave thee. 
Say, Lovely Adonis, ay, 
Has Mary deceiv'd thee, 
Did e'er her Voung Heart betray, 
New Leve, that has griev'd thee : 
Myr conſtant Mind re'er ſhall ſtray, 
Thou may believe me: 


I'll love thee, Lad, Night and Day, 
And never leave thee. 


Adonis, my Charming Youth, 
W hat can relieve thee, | 
Can Mary thy Anguiſh ſooth, 
This Breaft ſhall receive thee, 
My Paſſion can ne'er decay, 
Never deceive thee, 
Deiight ſhall drive pain away, 
Pleature revive thee, | 


( 63 ) 

Bat leave thee, leave thee Lad, 
How ſhall I leave thee ; 
O !:nat Thought makes me ſad, 
Ii never leave thee, 
Where would my Adonis fly, 
Why does he grieve me: 
Alas, my poor Heart will die, 
If I ſhould leave thee. 


SONG $1. Pretty Vanton, &c. 


Retty Wanton come away, 
Lover's Month is always May : 
Long have I, too long to lay, 
Su't the wariton Thing to play. 
But alaſs ! and wel! » dy! 
When I ſue vou cry me nay. 
To requite my ling'ring Stay 3 
ay me now or rever pay; 
Nature {miles and all is gay, 
Ail is deck d in beſt Array, 
Pretty Wagnton come away, 
Let us love the Month of May, 


Little Wanton let us rove, 
i hro) the frag' tant myrtle Groy? 5 
There to hear the Turtle dove, 
Cooing Sonnets to its Love; 
Ev'ry Turtle equals Jove, 
Tho' the God for Beauty ſtrove, 
Let us then our Time improve, 
Sonnete may your Scorn remove, 
Coyneſs doth not thee behove, 
Wear the Wreath a Shepherd wore ; 
Little Wanton let us rove 
Thro' the frag'rant Myrtle Grove, 


Pri'tnee Wanton come away, 
Slignt not Love with cold Delay, 
Ev'ry Field is green and gay. 
Ev';y Hawihorn's crown'd with May, 
F 


E 7 


Jocund Birds on ev'ty Spray. 
Warb:c out the live long Day : 
Ev'ry Swain in Se pberd's hGrov, 
Tunes hSf:v'rite Kound lay; 
Terder Lambkins ſportive Stray, 
Bloom bucs their Sweets diſplay, 
Come my Wanton come away, 
Let us love the Month of May. 


' 


SONG $2, Srrephon and Phyllic 


STREPHON, 


Hen you tor me alone had Charms, 
/ And none more happy T d your utms. 


Leu Streben . 2 heed Wy h Giidain, 
The tanell Mane o! the Plain. 


PHYLUTS, 
While you 1t£main'd to me [cere, 
Nor any Mai was yet more der. 
I then was bleit my Jovs were tree, 
Ana I apfrov's .o Swain but you. 


STREPHON, 
But Della naw nas won my [H-:art, 
And does an equal Flame impatt. 
Thrto' ſportive Meads and Woods we rove. 
And tel; our pie-fing Tales ot Love. 
1HYLLE: 
Calis is now my toy an care. 
Each Tree cur x ighted Vews ſhal! bear, 
And {w —.— g des the Summers Day, 
W lie cy TY Xlenth wWita Þ.m is Nlay 
STyrphon. 
Jha! I wr fat mer Loves return, 
And all my Buſem for you burn, 
Ii grnt'e O. N pleaſe no More, 
Aud I'm Stregb. 4 as beſote. 


PhkyYLLIS. 
| i mav be wod'd again, 


* 88 
7 
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| 
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Will Love my Streben kind and true, 
And Live and Die alone with you, 


| CHORUS, 

The Swain and laid no more can p:cve, 
Uoſaith ul toe ch others Love, 

Their B-cafls ſhnall ever beat the ſame, 
And Love ſhine forth with puteſt Flame. 


SONG $3. By the gaily, &c. 


Y tle gaily circling Giats, 
| We can fre how Minute. pes; 
By the hollow Caf:3 are told. 
How t e waining Night gos old. 


$20N, tod ſoon, the buſy Day, 
Drives us from our Sport and P'la 
What have we with Day to do? 
Sons of Care ! *twas mide for you. 


SONG $4. Bali a Zone. 
Wer: ever I'm going and all the Day long, 


At Home ard abruad or alone in a I brone, 
I Ad that my Paſfion's ſo lively and ſtroc g. 


Y; 


* 


That your Name when I'm filent 1 ill runs in my 


Song. 
Sing Balin a more o-ra, Balin a mone, &c. 
For a Kits ol your ſweet Lips (or me. 


Since the fi:it Time I ſaw you 1 take 15 repoſe, 
I ſleep ali the Day to forget hal! my Woes, 
So hot is the Flame in my Stomach that glows, 
Py St. Patrick 1 fear it will burn thro! my Cloaths, 
Sing Balin a mone o-ta, &c. 
Your pretty black Hair tor me. 


In my Conſcience I jcar I hail die in my Grave, 
Unieis you compiy and poor Phehm will ſh ve, 
And grant the Pelition your Leovet dces crave, 
Who n.ver was free *ull you made him your Slave, 
Sing Bilin a mone 0 23 &c. 
Your pretty black Eyes ior me, 
F 2 


( 66 ) 


On that happy Day when I make ye my Bride, 
With a ſwinging long Sword how Ii rut and I 
ſtride, 
With Ccach and fix Horſes with Hotey 1'!! rice, 
As before you I walk tothe Cnurch by your Side. 
Sing talin a more o ra, &c. | 
Your Ly white Fil for me. 


SONG 85. The Nonpariel. 


Ho' Chlor's ou: of Faſhion, 
| Caa bluth zgd be acere, 
I J t621 ter in a Bumper. 
[ali the les were ber. 
Wat tho' ro Diamonds iparxie, 
Abzut ter Neck a: d Wait, 
With ev'y ſhining V.rivs, 
The cveiy Nlaid is grac'd. 
\aithevry, &. 


Ia modeſt, plain Apparel. 
No Patches, Paint, or Airs, 
in Debt alone to Nature, 
An Angel ſhe appears, 

F-om gay Ccaquers high finifi'd. 
My Cblae takes no Rules; 
Nor envies them their Congu: is, 
The Hearts of al the Fools, 

Ner envies, &c, 
Who wins her mu have Meri 
Sech Merit 2s her cwn, 
The Graces all poſſt fling, 

Yet knows not ſhe has One: 
Then grant me, gracious Heav'n, 
The Gifts you moſt approve, 

And Cbloe, charming Obloe, 
Wil! bleſs me with her Love, 
And Chloe. &c. 


SONG 86. On the Spring. 
Aus 59” whoſe gladſome Rays, 


Invites the Muſe to Sing ; 


_— 


N e 
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Prone o'er the Faſt his Flame diſplays, 
To uſher ia the prieg; 

Gieat Nature pgiv's che loud Alarm, 
And ail ter Wo: ks appear, 

Reſu ming ev'ty wonted Charm, 
Jo blets the rig Year, 


Tre Fields their hveliet Verdure wear, 
Pomong's Bleſſings bloom, 

And Fra does the an bient Air, 
Waun vernal Sg eets perſume: 

To welcome Spring on Orten Reed, 

vis J eat ids malte Eflay 

n f. all 2round th'enamel'd OE cad ly 
Their Warton Lambkins plav. 


* 

Mizrk vor two lovers in the Grove, 
Bene 2a the fiene * Shade. 

ö how be! n ceclares his Love, 

Lo tre era mes 0 \1aid, 


— 


2 appear 2 th Leaves teplete, 
A warb! 2 8 ö Pr roc la m, 
(Cneer's [ tinte duns en heat) 


1 eit lte ati tous Flame. 


1 1 1 — Uo _ 
tl-*e Love, in all its tweets relics, 
A» waen a: Zit orgatntd 


Gt, 
E'te Fringe and ev TV Nice beſides. 
Is pute Detiioi.ts had itain'd : 
Let Ra cs. their ſtupid Joys declate, 
+ i ney "ve ieneicis of the Blitz, 
Wh.ct all the few that's happier ſhare, 
I'ta' &aimy rural Sits, 


Think | Britors think on Kings ſevere, 
Who rule in diſtant Climes, 

Where nooght but barren Fie.ds appear, 
Thro' the revolving 1imes 

Here Liberty and Plenty {mile, 
And Peace exterds again, 


Her Olive Branch to glad the Iſle, 


And bleis great GeorGe's Reign, 
Ef 
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SONG $7. To make the Wife, &c. 


s þ O make the Wife kind, and to keep the 
Houſe ſtill, 
You muſt be of her Miad, let her ſay what ſhe will 
In ail th:t ſhe does you mult give her, her Way, 
For tell her ſhe's Wrong, and you'll lead her altray, 
Then Husbands take care, 
Of Suſpicions beware, 
Your Wives may be true, 
If you fancy they are: 
With Confidence truſt them, and be not ſuch Elves, i 
As to make by your Jealouſy Horns for vourſelves. 
With (imfidence trujf, &c. 
Abroad all the Day it ſhe chances to cam 
Seem pleas'd with her Abſence, ſhe'll ſigh to come 
Home: 
The Man ſhe likes beſt, and longs moſt to be at, 
Be ſure to commend, and ſhe'll hate him or that. 
Then Husbands take care, Ec. 


What Virtue ſhe has, you may ſaſely oppoſe ; 

Whatever her Follies are, praiſe het for thol- - 

Apptove all her Schemes that ſhe lays for a Man. 

For name but a Vice, and ſhe'll ſin i! ſhe car. 
Then Husbands take eare, Cc. 


SONG 88. The Lawland Laas. 


HF Law!and Lads think they ate fine 
Bot © they re vain and idly gawdy ! | 
Huw moch unlike that graceful Mien, 
Ars manlo Looks oi my Highland Laddie ? 
O my vonny ben v Highland Caddie. 
My nardiome charming Highland Laddie; 
May Heav's fil guard, and Love teward, 
Our Lawiand Leſs and er Highland Laddie. 
If ] wers free at WI to chuſe, 
To be the wealthieſt Lawland Lady, 
I'd take young Donald without Trews, 
Wich Bonnet blue, and belted Plaidy, 
O my bonny, &c, 


Fr 
\ 
* 
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The braweſt Beau in Bortows Town, 
In his Airs, with Art made ready, 
Compar'd to him he's but a Clown, 
He's finer far in's Tartan Plaidy. 
O my boany, &c. 


O'er Benty Hill with him Ill run, 
And leave my Lawland kin and Daddy 
Frae Winter's Cauld, and Summer's Sun, 
He'll ſcreen me with his Highland Plaidy, 
O my bonny, &c. | 


A painted Room, and filken Bed, 
: May pleaſe a Lawlapd Laird and Lady 
But I can kiſs, acd be a: glad, 
Behind a Buſh in's Highland Plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c, 


Few Compliments between us pals, 
| I ca' him my dear Highlaud Laddie, 
And he ca's me his Lawland Laſs, 
| Syne rows me in beneath ais Plaidy. 


O my bonny, &c. 


Nae preater Joy I'll e'er pretend, 
| nan taat his Love prove true ard ſteady, 
Like mine to him, which ne'er ſball end, 
nile Heav'n preſerves my Highland Lacdie, 
O my bonny, &c, 


| SONG $9. Come Mira, Idol, Kc, 


Ome Mira, Idol cf the Swains, 
Advance with Majeſty divine; 
Come, ivlita, &Cc. 
To Bowers, where gracicus Flora reigns, 
And warbling fing the Muſes Nine, 
And waiblipg, &c, 


Come every ſprightly Joy to taſte, 
Inat rural Art and Nature boalt ; 
Come every, &. 


1 


Fly hither with the Lightning's Haſte, 
And be the univertal Loaſt, 
And be, &c. 


A Scene ſo beautious can't be ſhown, 
Tho' thou ſhould'ſt every Realm ſurvey 3 
A Scere, &c. 

As all where'er thou com'ſt muſt own, 
Thy Graces bear untivall'd Sway, 
Thy Graces, &c. 


SONG go. Goddeſs of Eaſe, Rc. 


Ogdeſs of Eaſe, leave Lethe's Brink, 
Obſcquious to the Mule and me: 
For once endure the Pain to think; 

Q ! ſweet Ie ſenſibility, 
Siſter of Peace a d Indolence, 

Brieg Muſe, brirg Numbers ſoft and ſw, 
Elaborately void of Senſe, 

Ard ſwectly thougl:itleſs let them flaw, 

Sweetly thougbtleſs let them flow. 


Near to ſome Cowſl ps painted Mead 

There let me doſe away dull Hours ; 
And under me let Flora (pread, 

A Sopha of her fineſt Flowers, 
Where Philomel, your Notes you breathe, 

Forth from behind the ne gub' tine Pine ; 
Waile Murmurs of the Stream beneath, 

Sti flow in Uniſon with this e, 

Flow in Uniſon with thine. 


For thee, O ldleneſs! the Woes, 
Of Life we patiently endure ; 

Thou art the Source whence Labour flows, 
We ſhun thee but to make thee ſure 

For who would bear War's Toil and Waſe, 
Or who the Thund'ring of the Sea, 

But to be idle at the laſt, 
And find a pleaſing End in thee, 


And find a pleaſing End in thee, 


95 3.9, 
SONG g1. By dimtled Brook, &c. 


Y dimpled Brook, and Fountain brim, 
J ) The Wocd Nymphs deck'd with Daiſies trim, 
Their merry Wakes ard Paſtimes keep, 
What has Night to do with Sleep, 


Nipht has better Sweets to prove; 
Venus wakes, and wakens Love ; 
Come, let us our Rites begin; 

lis only Day light that makes Sin, 


SONG y2. The Proteſlation. 


O more ſhal] M-ads be deckt with Flow'rs, 
| Nor ſweetneſs dweil in roſy Bow'rs, 
Nor greepeſt Buds on Branches ſpring, 
Nor warbling Birds delight to fing, 
Nor April Violets paint the Grove, 
1f 1 foriake my Celia's Love, 
If I forſake, &c, 


The Fiſk ſhall in the Ocean burn, 
And Fountains ſweet ſhall bitter turn: 
The humble Vale no Flood ſhall know, 
When Floods ſhall higheſt Hills o'er flow; 
Black Lethe ſhall Oblivion leave, 
If e er my Celia I deceive. 

If &'er, &c. 


Love ſhall his Bow and Shafts lay by, 

Aad Venus's Doves want Wings ta fly ; 
The Sun refuſe to ſhew bis Light, 
And Day be turned into Night, 
And in that Night no Star appear, 
If &er I leave my Celia dear. 

If e'er, &c. 


SONG 93. Te Gales that, &c. 


E Gales that gently wave the Sea, 
Ard pleaſe the canny Boat Man, 


Bear me trae hence, or bting to me, 
My brave, my bonny Scot — Man: 


1 n 
1 
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In haly Bards, 

We join'd our Hands, 
Yet may not this dilcover, 

Wie Parents rate, 

A arge Eſtate, 
Before a faithful Lover. 


But I loor choſe in Highland Glens, 
To terd the Ki a Goat — Man, 

E'er I cou'd for fic li.tie Ends, 
Retuſe my bonuy Scet Man. 


Wae worth the Man, | 
Wha firſt began, 

The baſe ungenstous Faſhion, | 
Frae greedy Views, 
Love's Art to uſe, 

While Strangers to it's Paſſion. 


Frae Foreign Fields my lovely Youth, 
Haſte to thy lorgirg Laſſie, 
Who pants to preis tiny bawmy Mouth, 
And in her Yolom hawſe thee : 
Love gi'es the Word, 
Then haſte on Board, 
Fair Winds and twenty Boat Man, 
Walt o'er, waft o'er, 
Frae yonder Shore, 
My blyth, my bonny Sc Man. 


SONG 94. As 1 ſaw fair Chloc. 


1 he feather's Sr came ſoitly down, 
Like Jove deſcending from his Tower, 

To court her in a S ver Shower, 

The wanton Flakes few to her Breaſts, 

As little Birds igto heir Nets ; 

But being overcome with Whiteneſs there, 
For Grief diſſolv'd into a Tear; 

Thence flowing down her Garments Hem, 
To deck her, froze into a Gem. 


n 


S I ſaw fair Chloe walk zone, | F 


* 


ERC 2 oy. th 
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SONG gs. Bleſt as th immortal. 


elta th immortal Cods is he, 

J þ ike Youth that fond!y fits by thee, 
und acars anti ſecs thee all the while, 
Sottly ſpeak and ſwealy ſm le. 


»Tuae this berery'd my 559! of 5 
And rais d ſuch ; umlts in a4ny B ea 
For uhie 1 gaz d din Tranſport oe.” 
My Breatb Was gone, my Voice was lock, 


My Poom glow'd ; the ſubte Flame, 
Rn q zicke thro! all my vital rume: 
er my dim Eyes a Darknel; hung, 
Ny 5 with hollow Murcaurs rung, 


In dewy Damps my Limbs were chill'd, 
e Blood with gentle Horw's tarill'd, 
\ly ebe Pull: forgor to play 
I tainted, tunk, and dy d away! 


SING 96. Ring, ring the Bar- Bell, 


125 contrive me ſuch a Cup, 
As Ne ſtor us'd of old; 

Shcw all thy Skill to trim it up, 
Damaſk it round with Gold. 


Make it fo large, that fi: d with Sack, 
Up to the ſwelling B:im, 

Vit Torts, on the d- 1c. us Lake, 
Like Ships at Sta, may nm. 

Engrave not Battle on his Cheek, 
Vith War I've noug it to 90 3 

Im none of thoſe that took Maeſtricht, 
Nor Yarmouth Leaguer knew. 


Let it no Name of Planets tell, 
Fix'd Stars or Conſtellations ; 

For I am no Sir Sidrophel, _ 
Nor none of his Relations, 


"JS 


But carve thereon a ſpreading Vine; 
Then add two lovely Boys; 

Their Lim bs in am'tous Folds intwine, 
The Type ct future Joys. 


Cuqid and Bacchus my Gods are, 
May Love and Wine (ili retgn 3 

With Wine [waſh away my Care, 
Ard then to Love again, 


SONG 97, Cf all Siates, Rc. 


* a'] States in J. fe (o various, 
artige ſure is moſt precaricus |! 
ins a Mezeſo tfrangely winding, 
St: | we are new Miz anding 5 
Tis an Aton fo (ſevere 
J aat neut but Death ein (er 1+ clear, 
Happy's the man from Wedl ck e. 
Wu knowe how to prize his Liberty ; 
Where Nen wary, 
How they marrv, 


We ſhould not be half ſo full of Miſery. 


SONG 98. IWhen firſt by fond, Xe 


Hen firſt by fond Daman, Flavella was teen 
He lightly regarded her Air and her \{ien, 
The Charms of her Mind he alone did commend, 
Not warm'd as a I over, but cool as a Fried. 
From Friendſhip, not Paſſion, bis Rapture, did move 
And the Swaia brag'd his Heart was a Stranger 
to Love. 


New Charms he diſcover'd, as more ſhe was known 
Her F:ce g ew a Wonder, her Taſte was his own, 
E'er Manners were gev'le, her Senſe was refin'd. 
And oo! what dear Virtues beam'd forth from 
her Mind : | 
Yer ſtill for the Sanction of Ftendſhip he ſtrove, 


Till a Sigh gave the Omen, and ſhew'd it was, 


Love. | | 


— — L—: 


1 

Now proud to be conquer'd, he ſighs for the Fair, 

Grows dull to all Pleaſures, where ſhe has ro Share 
He's mute, while his Heart Strings are ready tv 

brealc, 

For the Fear of offending forbids him to ſpeak : 
And wanders, a willing Example to prove, 

That Friendſhip witn Women is Siſter to Love. 


A Lover thus conquer'd, how juſt his Pretence. 


Not a Dupe to her Smiles, but a Slave to ver 
Senſe ; | 
Ulis Paſſion nor Wrinkles, nor Age can allay, 
Since founded on Reaſon which ne'er can decey ; 
And Time that will Beauty's fo't Empire remove, 
1: creaſing her Reaſon, increaſes his Love. 


SONG 99g. The Honey Moon. 


S May in all her youthſul Dreſs, 
So gay my Love did once appear; 
A Spring of Charms adorn'd ber Face, 
The Roſe and Lilly flouriſh'd there, 
Thus while th* Enjoyment was but young, 
Each Night new Pleaſures did Create, 
Ambr ſial Words drop'd from her Tongue, 
And am'tous Cupid's round did wait. 


But as the Sun to Weſt decli: es, a 
The Eaſtern Sky, does colder grow, 
And ail its radiant Looks teſigns. 
To the pale Moon that rules below, 
So Love, while in her blooming Hour, 
My Chloe was all kind and gay, 


Bat when Poſſeſſion nip'd that Flower, 


Her Charms, like Autumo, drop'd away. 


| SONG 100. Did you ſve Cer, &c. 


ID you ſez e'er a Shepherd, ve Nymphs, paſs 
chis Way, © (of May; 
Crown'd with * and all the gay Verduce 


11 
"Tis my * oh! bring him once more to my 
Lyes. 
From his Lacy in Search of new Picaſure: fes 
All Day have I travell'd and toil'd o'er the Pla ns, 
In purſuit of a Rebel that's ſcarce worth hie 


= 


pains, I putſuit. &-, 
Take Care Maids, take Cate, when be Rater: and 
{wears, (own Ear: 


How ye truſt your own Eyes, or believe vour 
Like the Roſe bud in June, ev'ty Hand bell invite, 
But wound the kind Heart, like the Togo out 
af ſight : 
And truit ine who e'er my falſe Shepherd detairs. 
She will find him a Conguelt that's icarce worth 
the Pains. 

Three Months at my Feet did he larguifh 202 gh, 
Eber he gain'd a kind Look or a tender Reply, 
Love, Honour, and Truth were the Temes that 

he Sung, 
And he iwore that his Soul was a kin to his 
Tongue; 
Too ſoon I believ'd and reply'd to his Strains, 
And muy him too frankly my Heart for his 
alas. 


The Trifle once gain'd, like a Child at his Play. 
Soon the Wanton grew weary, and threw it 
away - (fy, 
Now c'oy'd with my Love from my Arms he does 
In ſearch of ſume other as filly as I, 
But truſt me. Whoe'er my falſe Shepherd derains, 
She will find him a Conqaeſt that's ſcarce worth 
the Pains. 


Beware then, ye Nymphs, how ye ſooth the ford 
Flame, (ſame ; 
And believe, in good Time, all the Sex are the 
I ke Strephon from Besu'y to Beauty, they'!i range 
Like him will ther flatter, difſembie ard change; 
Fc- ce what we can, ftii! this Maxin remains, 
That a Man, whea we've got him, is ſcarth worth 
the Pains, 


* 
' 


: 
i 
' 


E 


SONS 1o1. Thou riſing Sun, &c. 
1 r ſing Sun, whoſe glad ſome Ray, 


F Invite: my Fair to rural Play, 
Diſpel the Miſt, and clear the Skies, 
Ard bring my Otta to my Eyes, 

O were I ſure my Dear to view, 

I'd climb the Pine. tree's cha Bangh, 
Aloft in th' Air thay quiv'ring plays. 
And round, and round for ever gaze. 


My Orra Moor, where art thou laid? 
What Woods conceal my fl-eping aid? 
Up by the Roots, eniag'd l' rear, 

The Trees that hide my pid Fair, 


On ! could I ride on Cluuds and Skiez, 
Or on the Ravea's Pinions rife ; 
Ye Starks, ye Swains, a Mor-ent ſtay, 
And waft a Lover on his Way. 


My Bliſs too long my Bride denies, 
Apace the waſting 1 flies, 
Nor yet the Wintry Blaſts I fear, 
Nor Storms nor Nights ſhall keep me here, 


What may for Strength with Steel compare ? 
On! Love has Fetters ſtronger far; 


By Bolts of Stecl are Limbs corfio'd, 
Pat cruel Love enchains the Aliud. 


No longer thea perplex thy Breaſt, 


Wen Thoughts torment, the firit ate beſt, 


is mad to go, 'tis Death to ſtay, 
Away to Orta, haſte aWway, 


SONG 1c2. Oh / how could, &c. 


tf! ! how could ] venture to love one like thee ;; 

Or tou not deſpiſe a poor Corqueſt like me ? 

| Or tbou nit delpiſe. Oc. 

On Lords, thy Admirers, could'ſt ivok with diſdain, 
Ard thy I was nothing, yet pity my Fan. 


6s And tho I was notbing, Ce. 


— 


—— — — p 


— — 


on 


You ſaid, while they teaz'd you with Nonſeoſe and 


Dreſs, 
When yea! the Peſſion, the Vanity 's Iefs + 
dc {aw thro” that Silence which others deſpiſe, 
od, v aig Beaux were ta king, read Love in mY 
Eyes 
n! when ſha!l T fols you, and kiſs all your Charms 
15) farming With Pleaſure, I die in your Aims 5 
W hro' all the wild Trac ſports of Fxtaiy toſt, 
e taking together, together we're loſt ? 


het is the Maid that like thee ne'er can cloy, 
ide Wit can enliven the dull Pauſe of Joy; 

d wnea the ſhart Trantports are all at an End, 
ein beautiful Miltzels, tuin ſerſible Friend ? 


17 v2'a cculd I praiſe you, or ſtrive to reveal, 
'conice for Expreſion, what only we feel; 

n all that you do, in each Look and each Micn. 
4 22 Graces1n Wailing adorn you unſeen. 


ben I ſee you, I love you, but hearing adore, 

| wonder, and think you a Woman no more ; 
, mad with admiring, I cannot contain, 

And, k'fling thoſe Lips, you grow Woman again. 


? 


With thee in my Boſom, how can I deſpair ? 
Im gaze on thy Brauty, and look away Cate; 
il afk thy Advice, when with Trouble oppreit, 
Which ever diſpleaſes, yet always is be&, 


e that I write I'll thy Judgment require, 

{'ny Take hall ccrrect what thy Love did inſpire ; 
1% kiſs thee, and prels thee, till Youth is all o'er, 
And then live on Friendſhip, vhen Paſſion's no more. 


SONG 103: The Pleaſures, Rc, 


HE Pleaſures of Drinking, | 
The Wite a d the Tuiaking; 
Condemn as a Wond'rous Folly. 
And do often complain: 
Of the Sot's merry Vein, 
Whoonly knows how to be Jolly 


(99 7 
= get the Zage Thinker, 
Once drunk as a Tinker; 
To taſte of the Pleaſures we have, 
Ho wear by the Nappy, 
ne Min that wou'd be hn 


PPY, 
Walt be Drunk, muſt be 5. Muſk be Drunk, 
F tom the Womb to the Grave. 


SONG tog. As me not how, &c- 


3 K mz not how caimly I, 
ZN, Al! the Cares of Life dety, 


inw ! 5. Ae human Woes ? 

P * ry * 
inn 19% 65 \ 14 14471 Knows. 
* ' 


eu miy le gad laugh as 5 
You like me may Cares deſy; 

2 Pang te Heart enduter, 
7”, econ Ina cutes. 

R m nat ot np Toys, 


heats ot Item ans drunken Joys, 

| have Piealures more div.ue, 

an, t nas, Woman's mine. 

Raptufes more than FColly knows, 

Mora than 2G LITE can below, 

eee »» and coaqasc'd Fields, 
Wim in al, Minn yields. 

A bes me not of v oman's Art, 


ecken V Ws „and iaithleſs Hearts; 


Tell the V- 'retch who pines and grieves, 
ona, nas, Woman lives, 


All Delights the Heart can know, 
More thao Folly can beſtow, 


Wealth of Worlds, and Crowas of Kings, 
Wiman, Wirman, Vina brings. 


SONG 105. Maty Scot. 


Was Summer, and the Day was fair, 
Reſolv'd a while to fly from Care, 
Bega ling Thought, forgetting Sorrow, 

1 wandei'd o'er the Braes of Yarrow 5 

G 3 


3 
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then deſp'ſing Beauty's Power, 
kept my Heart, my own ſe cure: 

But Cupid's Art did there deceive me, 
And \lary's Charins do now ei fl. ve me, 


Will crue! Love no Bribe receive ? 
No Ranſom take for Mary's Slave ? 
Her Frowns of Reſt and Hope deprive me, 
Her lovely Smiles, like Light, revive me, 
No Bondage may with mine compare, 
Since fitſt I ſaw this charming Fair : 
This benateons Flower, this Role of Yarrow, 
In Natus's Gardens has no Marraw. 

Had I of Heav'n but one Requeſt, 
I'd afk to lie in Mary's Breaſt; 
There would [ live or die with Pl-ature, 
Nor ſpare this World one Moment's Leute; 
Deſpiſing King , and all that's Great, 
I'd ſmile at Courts and Ceurtiers Fate 
My Joy compleat in iuch a Marrow, 
I'd dwell with her, and live on Yarrow, 

But tho? ſuch Bliſs I ne'er £1511d gain, 
Contented ſtill I'll wear my Chain, 
To hopes my faithful Heart may move ber; 
For leaving Liſe 1“ always love her, 
What Doubts diſtrat a Lover's Mind; 
Thit Break, all Softneis, muſt prove kind; 
And the ſhaii yet become my Marrow, 
Tung lovely beauteous Roſe of Yarrow, 


SONG 1c5. IWhy ſtould I my, &c, 
WW ſhou'd I my Paſſion ſmother, 


Or the Man I love torment : 
Frowns may drive him to another, 
Then ioo late I may repent, Thea ioo late, &c 
Often he has fondly woo'd me, 
Vet Jalways ſeemed Coy: 
Tbo' in melting Strains he ſued me, 
'Galatt my Will I did deny. 


. 


Thus we force our Selves to ſuffer, 
And ſlight what we ſo much prize: 
Yer *tis x to diſcover, a 
Oar own Thoughts within our Eyes. 


I cannot reſiſt much longer, 
He's the only Man J love, 

And my Paſſion grows the ſtrot ger, 
Cauſe he does ſo conltanr prove. 


I'll Ercdeayour to regain him, 

And his conflant Love requite - 

Tho' ſo long I did diſdain him, 
In him only I delight, 


Sweet Endearments may allure him, 
Never ſhall Il be at Refi; 

Til) for ever I ſecure him, 
He alone can make me bleſt. 


SONG 107. Some jay Drinking, &c. 


Ome ſay Drink:ng does diſguiſe Men, 

And their Wits turns out of Doors ; 

But I ſay to all ſuch wile Meo, 
Tnat they Lye, like Sons of Whores; 
For when a Man is Drunk, 
He ſpeaketh what he thinks, 

Yea, he is not even lo, but is frank and free; 
For many one you know, 
By being a Cup too low, 

Have been fairly diſguiſed by Mode!y, 


My Friend and I, we drank whole Piſs pats, 
| Full of Sack up to the brim: 
. I drank to my Friend, and he drank his Put, 
So we toſs'd about the Whim: 
Ten Galions and a Quart, 
We ſwallow'd at a draught, 
(But hang ſuch puny Sips as theſe ; 
We laid us all along, 
With our Mouths unto the Bang, 
And tipp'd whole Hoglheads oft with Eaſe, 


© 3% 3 


1 heard of a Fop that drank but Tankards, 
Stile himſelf the Prince of Sots : 

But I ſay hang bang all ſuch Drunkards, 
Meit their Fleggone, break their Pots, 
My Friend and I did join, 
For a Cell ic full of Wine, 

Ard we drank (te Vinter out of Door ; 
Ve drank it all up, 
In a Morning, at a Sup, 

And greedi:y rov'd about for more. 


My Friead to me did make this Motion, 
Let us to the Vintage skip: 
Then we imbark'd upon the Ocean, 
Where we found a Spaniſh Ship, 
Deep laden with Wine, 
Wanich was fuperfine, 
The Sailors ſwore ffve hundred Tun; 
We drank it all at Sea, 
E're wecame unto the Rey, 
And the Merchant ſwore he was quite uncone, 


My Friend, likewiſe did make this Motion, 
Come, let's to the Vineyards haſte : 
Strait then we (ail'd to the Canaries, 
Which afforded juſt a Taſte ; 
From thence unto the Rhine, 
Where we drark up all the Wine, 
Til! Bacchus cry'd, hold ye Sots, or you die, 
Ard (wore he never found, 
In his univerſal Round, | 
ouch toping Souls as my Friend and J. 


SONG 108. Dear unrelenting, Rc, 


Ear unrelenting crucl Fair, 
How cou'd you firſt my Heart enſnare ; 
Then leave that Heart to break, | 
How cou'd you firſt obtain a Prize, 
By thoſe dear ſweet deluding Eyes; 
And then that Piize forſake, 


C33. 3 
Like the cloſe everiafting Flame, 
My Heart is doom'd to burn the ſame, 
W hillt you the Heart injpire, 
Y ou, like the Veſtal void cf ileep, 
Within, eterna! Virgils keep, 
And feed the fainting Fire. 


Dear cruel Nymph thoſe Flames ſuppreſs, 
O Leve me more, or plague we leis. 

Too much you know I've bore, 
For ſhame throw off that haughty Air, 
And ſhew tte ſoft comply ing Fair, 

Or Jet me love no more. | 


SONG 109. Oh lovely Maid, 


H lovely Maid, how dear's thy Pow'r, 
At once J love, at once adore, 
With Wonder ate my thoughts poſſeſt, 
W hilit ſofteſt Love infpires my Breaſts 
While ſofteſt, &c. 


Yes charming Victor, I am thine, 
Poor as it is this Heart of mine, 
Was never in another's Pow'r, 

Was never pierc'd by Love before. 
Was never, &c. 


In thee I've treaſar'd up my Joy, 
Thou canſt give bliſs or bliſs dettroy, 
And thus I've bound myſelf in Jove, 
While bliſs or miſery can move, 
While bliſs, &c. 


O ſhould I ne'er poſſeſs thy Charms, 
Ne'er mret my Comfort in thy Arms, 
Were hopes of dear Enjoyment gone, 


Still would I love, love thee alone, 
Still would &c. 


But like ſome diſcontented Shade. 
That warders wereits Body's laid. 
Mourn'vl I'd roam with ho!lw glare. 
For ever cxil'd from the Fair. 

For ever, &c, 


Cc. 
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SONG 110. Genteel in Perſonage. 


2 in Perſonage, 
Corduct an Equipige, 
Noble by Heritage, 


Gen'row and Free ; 


Brave not Romantick, 
Learn'd not Pedantick, 
Frolick not Frantick, 
This muſt be He. 


Honour Maintaining, 
Meanneis Diſdaining, 
Still Entertaining, 
Engaging and New ; 


Neat but rot Finnical, 

Sage out not Cynical, 

Never Tyrannical, 

But ever True. 


SONG 111. 7. Virgin Pow*rs, Kc. 


E Virgin Pow'rs defend my Heart, 

From am'rous Looks and Smiles; 
From ſawcy Love and nicer Art, 
W hich moſt our Sex beguizes, 


From Sighs and Vows and aweful Fears, 
T hat do to Pity move; 

From ſpeaking Siience and from Tears, 
T hole Springs that water Love. 


But if thro' Pan on I grow blind, 
Let Honour be my Guide; 

And where frail Nature ſcems inclin'd, 
Tere place a Guard cf Pride. 


The Heart whoſe Flames are ſeen tho' pure, 
Needs ev'ry Virtus's Aid ; | 
Ard ſhe who thinks berfelf ſecure, 
The ioontſt is bettay'd. | 


1 
SONG 112. With :arly Horn. 
\ I:h early Horn, 


Salute the Moro. 
That gilds this cha ming Place; 
With cneartfu Cries, 
Bid Ecco riſe 
And join the jovial Chace, 
In: { join, &c. 


The vocal Hills around, 
The waving Woods, 
Tae Chryſt: l F. 0 ods, 

All return th*enlivening Sounds, 
Tee val, &c. 


SONG 113. The wanton God, Nc. 
1 * wanton God. that pierces Hearts, 


{:1p3 in ol his painted Darts. 
Rut the Nymph diſdains to p.ne, 
Wa bathes the Wound with roſy Wine. 


Vatewel Lovers, when they're cloy'd ; 
it [ arr ſcorn'd becauſe erjoy'd, 
Sate the {queamiſh Fops are free, 
10 11d me of dull Company. 


They have Charms, whil&t mine can pleaſe, 
love them much, bu: more my Base; 
No jea'ous Fears my Love moleſt. 


Nor faithleſs Vows ſhall breals my Reſt, 


Why ſhou!d they e'er give me Pain? 
Whn to give me Joy diſc ain ? 
All hope of mortal Man. 
1; to love me — whilk an. 


SONG 114. Maidens beware, Kc. 


Aidens, beware ye, 
Love will enſnare ye, 
If you but look or lend an Ear. 


— — ——— 


: 
| 
: 
: 
: 


„ 


Wards will detain ye, 
Sighs will trepan ye, 
Tears will draw you irto the Snare, 


Daily you'll find it, 
If you'l} but mind it, 
How ma'y Maids falſe Alen betray ; 
Let this concern ye, 
L<t th-ir Fall learn ye, 
Frum che Danger to un away. 


Let Virtue guard 
Praiſe will rewart ye, 
And voy w 1! ſhine ia brig telt Fame, 
W h-2 the poor Creatyre, 
est yi Ids vp ber Car ter, 
L'vee sbz- don'd. anc de with Shame. 


SONG 115. Come Rof2lind, &c. 


2me R-/1/irl, O come and ſce, 
W hat Pleaiurcs ste in Rore for thee, 


i hat Pleaſures, & e. 
he Fields their ps yolk Beaut'es wear, 
' he Flowers in al} their Sweets appear, 
ne 
LI. 


The F.owers in ail beit Sweets appear, 


The joyful Birds, in every Grove, 
Now wa: ble out their Songs of Love. | 
Mow warble cut, &c. 
For thee they fing, and Rofes bloom, 
And Col. ig thee invites co come, 


And Collia, &c. 


Come R:/a/ind, and Collin join, 
My tender Flocks and all ate chine, 


My tender, &c. 
If Love and Ro/a/ind be near, 


' Tis May and Pleaſure all the Year, 
"Tis May, &c. 
Come ſet a. Cottage and a Swain, 


Cau'lt thou my Love Gifts diſdain ? 
Cant thou, &. 


. 


C 


cc. 


1 


Leave all behind, no longer ſtay, 
For Collin calls, then haſte away, 
For Collin calls, chen haſte away, 


SONG 116. Pompey's Ghoſt. 
Rom laſting and unclouded Day, 


From [joys ſerene above allay, 
And from a Spring without Decay, 
I come by Cynthia's borrow'd Beams, 
To viſit my Corn2/ia's Dreams, 
Aud teach her yet ſublimer Themes. 


B:hold the Man thou lov'dſt before, 
Pute Streams have waſh'd away his Gore, 
And Pompey now ſhall bleed no more, 

By Death wy Glory | reſume 
It wou'd have been a harſher Doom, 
To've ouiliv'd the Liberties of Rome. 


By me let doubiful Fortunes try'd, 
Falling bequeath my Fame this Pride, 
{ with ker liv'd, and for her died ; 
Nor ſhall my Vengeance be withſtood, 
Nor uns ttended with a Flood, 

Ot Roman and Egytian Blood. 


Cæſar thyſelf it ſhall purſue, 
Thy Days ſhall troubled be, and few, 
And thou ſhalt fall by Treaſon tog; 
T'hou, by i:verity divine, 
Shall be an Offering at my Shrine, 
As I was yours, thou ſhalt be mine. 


Thy ſtormy Life regret no moe, 
For Fate ſhall waft thee ſoon aſhore, 
And to thy Pompey thee reſtore ; 

W here paſt the Fears of ſad Removes 
We'll entertain our 'patleſs Loves, 
Ig beautecus and —— Gieres. 
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There none a guilty Crown ſhall wear, 
Nor Cæſer be Dictator there, 


Nor ſhall Cornelia ſhed a Tear, 

There none a guilty Crown ſhall wear, 
Nor C#/ar be Dictator there, 

Nor ſhall Cornelia ſhed a Tear. 


SONG 117. The Cauckow, 


SUMMER. 


Hen Dazies py d, and Violets blue, 
And Cuckow buds of Yellow Hue, 
And Lady-Smocks all Silver white, 

Do paint the Meadows with Delight ; 
The Cuckow then on every Tree, 

Mocks married Men, for thus fings he, 
Cuckow ! Cuckow 1! O Word of Fear, 
Unpleafing to a married Ear. 


When Shepherds pipe on oaten Straws, 
And merry Larks are Plowmen's Clocks x 
When Turtles tread, and Rnoks and Daws, 
And Maidens bleach their Summer Smocks, 
The Cuckow then on ev'ry Tree. 
Mocks married Men, for thus fings he, 
Cuckow ! Cuckow ! O Word of Fear, 
Uopleaſing to a married Ear. 


WINTER. 


When Ificles bang by the Wall, 
And Dick the Shepherd blows his Nail, 
And Tom bears Logs unto the Ha 1, 
And Milk comes frozen home i Pail : 
When Blood is nipt and Ways be foul, 
Then nightly d gs the ſtaring Owl, 
Tu whit-tu-whoo, Tu-whit-tu whoo, a merry» 
merry Note. 9 85 
While greaſy Joan doth Keel her Pot. 


When all around the Wind doth blow, 

And Coughing drowns the Parſon's Saw, 
A © Birds fit brooding in the Snow, 

Arid Marian's Noſe looks red and raw: 


Cw y 
Then roafted Crabs hiſs in the Bowl, 
And nightly ſicg the ſtaring Owl 3 


Tu-whit-ta whoo, a merry, merry Note, 
While greaſy Joan doth keel the Pot. 


SONG 118 If you my Wand'ring, 


F you my wand'ring Heart would find, 
That Heart you ſay is like the Wind, 
hich varies here, and wanders there. 
To every Nymph that's kind and fair ; 

I ſay if you this Heart would find, 
Turn to your own inconſtant Mind; 
If e'er it wanders, tis to be, 

In Wand'cing conſtantly with thee. 


How can it ſettle when you fly, 

And ſhan this faithful Votary ? | 

A Nymph tbat's fair, it oft doth find, 
But never yei the Nymph that's kind, 
If you would fix this wand'ring Heart, 
Join it with yours, "twill ne'er depart ; 
But in the Pangs of Death will prove, 

It wander'd but to fix your Love. 


SONG 119 Flw bleſt has &e, 
O V bleft has my Time been! what Days 


have I known, 
Since Wedlock's ſoft Bondage made Je my own, 
So joyful my Heart is, ſo caſy my Chain, 
Tnat Freedom is taſteleſs, and Roving a Pain. 
That Freedom is taſielejs, &c. 


Thro' Walks, grown with Woodbines, as oſten we 
ſtray, | 
Aroand us. our Boys and Girls frolick and play ; 
How pleaſing their Sport is, the Wanton ones ſce, 
And vorrow their looks from my 7 and me. 
| And borrow, Ke, 


To try her ſweet Temper ofi'times am I ſeen, 
In Reivels all Day with the Nymphs of tha Green : 
a | H 2 


—̃ —L— — 


Tho* painful my Abſence, my Doubts ſhe beguiles, 
Aud meets me at Night with Compliance ard Smiles 


And meets m? at Night, &<. 


hat tho? on her Cheeks tke Roſe loſes its Hue, 
ticr Eate and gocd Humour bloom all the Year thro' 
time ſtill, as he flies, adds Increaſe to ber Truth, 
Aud nes to het Mind what he ſteals from her Youth, 


And gives to ber mind, &&. 


3 e ohephe:ds fo gay. Who make Lowe to inf are, 
cheat with fate Vows the too etedulous Fair ; 
10 tzarch of true Pieaiure, ov vainly you roam ? 
40 wvid it (or alt, vos mul fin) it at Home. 


20 Hold it for Life & 
SONG 120. The Fair Thie“. 


Cfore he Uichin weil cou'd go, 
She ſtole the Whiteneſs of the Snow, 
Aud more that Whiteneſs to adorn, 
Se Hole the Bluſhes of the Morn : 
Stole ail the Sweetncl: Ether ſneds, 
On Primroſe Buds, aud Vi'let Bugs, 
On Primrole Buds aud Viet Beds. 


Still co reveal her artiu] Wiles, 
She Role the Gireces ü Ken Sites 
Sue toe ,s balmy Breath, 
And niler'd Or! eat Pearlfor leihe; 
Tae Cherry dipt in Mornirg Dew, 
Gave Mo ust to ber Lips and Hue. 


Theſe were her Infant Spoils, a Stote, 
Ard ſhe in Time ſtill p:/ter'd more, 
At twelve, ſh» Lole trom Cyprus Queer, 
fler Air and Love commanding Mien, 
Stole Far's Dignity, and ſtole. 
From Pallas, Sunſe to Charm the Soul. 


f"o1.0's Wit was next her Prey, 
ler next, the Beam that lente the Day; 
She tung amaz 'd the Sy ten's heard, 

nd to alleit their V Oc CPPear d;: 


( 91 ) 
Ihe play'd, the Muſes from their Hill, 
Wonder'd who thus had fiole their Skill. 


Great Fove approv'd her Crimes and Art, 
And t'other Day ſhe ſtole my Heart; 
Ii Lovers, Capid, are thy Care. 
Exert your Vengeance on this Fair ; 
To Trial bring her ſtolen Charms, 
And lei her Priſaa be my Arms. 
And let her Priſou be my Azms. 


SONG 121 Thurſday in the Mor tt» 


 Hurſday in the Morn the Ides of May, 
Recorded for ever the famous Ninety Two 3 
Brave RAV el did diſcern by th' Dawn of Day, 

The lofty Sails of France advancing to: 
All Hands, all Hands aloft, let Eng/i/s Valour ſhins 
Let fly a Culverin, the Signal for the Line, 

Let every Man ſupply his Gun, 

Follow me, aud you'll ſee, 

That the Battle will ſoun be won. 


To4rvi/% on the Main Triumphant rowl'd, 

To meet the gallant Ru/e/ to Combat on the deep 
tHe led a noble Train of Heroes bold, 

To fiak the Engliſh Admiral at his Feet; 
Now ev'ry valiant Mind to Victory doth aipire, 
The bloody Fight's begun the Sea it-ſelt's Fire 3 

And mighty Fate ſtood looking on, 

Whilft a Flood all of Blood, 
Fill'd the Port. holes of the Riüng Sun, 


Sulpher, Smoak and Fire, diſturb'd the Air, 
With Thunder and Wonder, t affcight's the Gal- 
lick Shore, 
Their regulated Bands ftood trembling near, 
Io ſee the loſty Streamers now no more: 
At Six o' Clock the Red, the ſmiling Victots led, 
To give a ſecond Blow, the total overthrow, 
Now Death and Horror equal reign, 
All they re cry 's run or dye, 
Britiſs Colours ride os vanquiſh'd Main. 
3 
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Now they fly amaz'd thro? Rocks and Sands, 
Oe Dinger to ſhun they graſp a greater Fate; 


Ia vatia they cry tor aid to weeping Lands, 


Ine Nympus and Sea Gods moura their loſt 
Eitate : 
For evermore adieu thoa dazling R:ftvg Sun, 
Fiom ty untimely Kad thy Maiter's Fate's begun, 
Enough thou mighty God of War, 
Now we Sieg, bleſs the King, 
[iere's a Health to every EY Tar. 


SONG 122. The blytheſt Bird, &c. 
* Lie blytbeſt Bird that fings in May, 


Was ne'er more byth was ne'cr more gay, 
Tian 1, ah Well.a-Dar ! 
Tan I, ab Well a Dy 
F.'er Collin yet had learn d to fight, 
Or I to guss the Reaſon why, 
O Lore, ah Well a-[)ay! 
O Love, ab Well a Day! 
We kiſs], we toy'd tho? neither knew, 
From wheuce thele fond Envrai ments grew z 
I il ne, ah Well a Day 
| Till be, & s. 


By Pime and other SWains made wile, 


Ws 81 G tan Of Tears and Eyes, 


Aud Love, ah Veil a dzy 
ä And Love, &c. 
Ring diaturg naw took Co7/iy's Part, 
% Eyes ralorm d agaiaſt my tleare, 
My Heat, an Weila Gay ! 
ily Heart, Ae. 
Straight g ow'd with thritling Sympathy, 
Aud 2ccny'd back each gentle Sigh, 
Each Sigh, ah Well a davf _ 
Each 151, &c. 
Can Love, alas ! by Words be won *? 
He o£&'4 a Provt a tenget ove, 
W nite I, ah Well a Das ! 
Woile 1, an Well a U 


| E 
Ia Silence bluſh'd a fond Reply, 
Can ſhe who ti: uly loves deny? 


Ah, no, ah Well a day ! 
Ab, no, ah Weil a day! 


SONG 123 Go Roſe, Rc, 


O Roſe my Chloe's Boſom grace, 
How happy ſhouid I prove, 
M'ght I ſupply that euvied Place, 
With never fading Love, 
There P:@#ix like beneath her Eye, 
Tuvolv'd in Fragrance burn aud die. 
In Ripiues buin and die, 


Know bapleſs Flow'c that thou ſhalt fiud. 
More fragrant Rules there; 
I ſee tay with'cing Head tech. 
With Euvy and D.tpai: 5 
One c:m mon Fate we both mull prove, 
You dic with Euvy, I die with Love, 
Van die with Enyy, | w.th Love, 


| SONG 124 The Shep”era's Fedding. 
A 4's come with Myrtle c own'd, 


to dicls „er ford n tors S de, 
To J. es ber fond Amigtot' Side. 
The San in his extenſire Round, 
Ne'er ſaw fo ſweet, {o fair a Bride, 
Neer jaw Jo ſcveet, ſo fair a Bride. 
 Pahora, If to be true is (weert and fair, 
Pajiora with Laci nga vies, 
Paſlira, e. 
And ſweeter ſhe, than is the Arr, 
That flects beneath Arabian Skies, 
That fleets, &c, 


Iten, The Fields and Groves, each Hill and Vale, 
Have Witneſe of my faithful Vow : 
: Have, &c, 


5 
Long had I figh'd my 2 Tale, 
But every Care's requited row, 
But every, &c. 


Paſtara. Without a Buſh I here repeat, 
| What to the Nymphs I told before, 
Whit te the, &c. 
For thee my tender Heart does beat, 
Pofle(s'd of thee, I ask no more, 
| Papen, bee, 


Amintor, Thus with this Wreath I crown thy Brows, 
And with this Kiſs my Love 1 ſeal, 
| And. with, &c. 
And may I when I break my Vows, 
The Pangs of tortur'd Lovers frel. 
The Pangs, &c. 
Patra, Should I, ungrateful to my Swain, 
AMR him with domeltic Strife, 
Aid him &c. 
May I be driven from tbe Plain, 
Ry every virtuod: „id and Wife, 
By every virtuonas Maid ani Wife. 


SING 125. U ſbould, &c. 


HY ſhould a Heart fo tender break ? 
Ob ! Myra give its Anguiſh Eaſe ; 
The Uſe of Beauty you miſtake, 
Not meant to vex but pleaſe, 
Not meant to vex but pleaſe, 


Thoſe Lips for ſmiling are defign'd, 
And that Boſom to be prefs'd ; 

Your Eyes to languiſh and look kind, 
For am'rous Arms your Waiſt, 


For am'rous, &c. 


Each Thing has its appointed Right, 
4 ay we _ — the Powers above; 
e Sun and Stars give Warmth aad Light 
_The Heav'as diſtribute Love, i 


a The Hear u, &e. 


(v8 3 | 
SONG 126 Hail Windſor, &c. 
Hi IVindſor crown'd with lofty Towers, 


Where Nature wantons at het Wille 
cks every Vale with Fruits and Flow'rs, 
With waving Trees adorn each Hill. 
Like Mars with Jena in his Arms, 
Like his thy Strength, like hers thy Charms. 


When o'er thy Plains I ſtretch mine Eyes, 
Pleas'd with thy Ptoſpects uncorfin'd ; 
A thouſand Scenes before me riſe, 
A thouſand Beauties charm my Miod, 
Tho' different each, yet each agrees, 
Nor this nor that, but all Things pleaſe, 


Thus Strephon views his lovely Fair, 
From Charm to Charm in Raptutes loſt, 
Yet not her Face, nor Shape, nor Air, 
Nor yet her Eyes tranſport him moſt. 
But "tis the heavealy finiſh'd' Whole, 
With matchieſs Grace delights the Soul. 


SONG 127. The ſleepy Fair. 


NE Summer's Eve, as Sti ephon 10v'd, 
W capt up in Thought profound, 
Surpriz'd be ſaw his beſt belov'd, 
Lye ſleeping on the Ground, 
Lye ſleeping on the Ground, 
Awake ay pretty Sleeper wake, 
Awake to Sttephon's Call; 
Pe careful ſor your Lover's Sake 
lis Night, the Dew Drops fall. 


Then to her Cheek bis Lips he laid, 
And geatly ſtole a Eils, 

Sie {til} fl-pt on. He not diſmzycd, 
Repcats the iranſtent Bli(; 

She wakes, and thus with argry Tone, 
Away away, the cries ; 

Then faultring bids the Swain be gone: 
Then bgh'd aud clu'd ber F ye. 


(96 ) 


Tho? cruel are your Words, ſweet Maid, 
Can Sighs proceed from Hate ? 
My Doubts are gone. Then down he laid, 
Reiolv'd to ſhare her Fate. 
Deſended from the noxious Air, 
Within his Arms ſhe lay, ö 
And tho' the Swain oſt wak'd the Fair, 
She ſaid no more till Day. 


SONG 128. Gentle Love, Kc. 


Entle Love this Hour befriend me, 
To my Eyes refign thy Dart, 

Notes of melting Mufick lend me, 

To diſſolve a frozen Heart 
Chill as Mountain Snow her Boſom, 

Tho” I tender Language ule, 
Tis by cold indiff rence frozen, 

To my Arms and to my Muſe, 


See my dying Eyes are pleading. 
Where a broken Heart appears, 
For thy Pity interceding, 
With the Eloquence of Tears, 
While the Lamp of Life is fading, 
And beneath thy Coldneſs dies, 
Death my _ pulſe invading, 
Take my Soul into thy Eyes, 


SONG: 129, PHILL1S. 


He. Ark, Hark, o'er the Plains, how the mer - 
ry Bells ring, 
Aſleep while my Chamber is laid, 
Aſleep while my Chamber is laid, 
The Village is up, and the Day's on the Wing, 
And Phillis may yet die a Maid, my poor Girl, 
And Phiilis may yet die a Maid. | 


She, 'Tis bardly yet Day, and I cannot away :- 


O Damen, I'm young and afraid; 


. 10 8 my Dear, I'll to Chutch witbont 
ear, 


{ 97 ) 


But let me To-night lie a Maid, 
' My dear Bey, &c. 
He, Bridemaic's are met, and Mama's on the Pet, 
All, a, my coy Pbillis upbraid ; 
By Midnight my Dear, ſhall be cas'd of her Fear, 
Nor grieve ſhe's no longer a Maid, 
My dear Girl, &c. 


Sbe. Dear Shepherd forbear, and To-morrow I ſwear 
To morrow I'll not be afraid; 
I'll open the Door, and deny you no more, 
Nor cry to live longer a Maid, 
My dear Boy, &c. 


He. No, no, Phillis, no, on thy Boſom of Snow, 
To night ſhall your Szepherd be lad ; 
Faſt !ock'd in my Arms, you ſhall yield up your 
Charms, 
Nor wiſh to live longer a Maid, 
My dear Girl, &c. 


She, Then open the Door, twas unbolted before, 
Twas Damon his Bliſs, that delay'd ; 
To Church let us go, and it there I fay no, 
O then let me die an old Maid, 


My dear Boy, &c. 
DUET dd CHORUS, 


Away then, away, and to Love give the Day, 
Ye Nymphs, let Example p=rivade ; 

Let Beauty betim'd, when the Stain's in the Mind, 
"Tis fooliſh to die an old Maid, my dear Girl, 
"Tis fooliſh to die an old Maid, 


SONG 130. Tes I'm in Love, Kc. 


Es, I'm in Love, L feel it now, 
1 And Czlia has undone me: 


( 98 ) 


And yet, I ſwear, I can't tell how, 
The pleaſing Plague ſtole on me. 


»Tis not her Face that Love creates, 
For there ro Graces revel ; 

Tis not her Shape, for ther- the Fates, 
Have rather been anciv1l. 


"Tis not her Air, fer ſure in that. 
There's nothing more than common, 
And el ber Senſe is only Chat, 
Like any other Woman, 


Her Voice, her Tovch, might give th' Alarm, 
is both, perh-ps, or neither ; 

In ſhort. 'tis that provoking Charm. 
Ot Cbia all together, 


SONG 131. Engliſh Roaſt Beef, Rc. 
W Hen m'ghty Roaſt Beef was the Exgliſman's 


Ford, 
It encbled out Veins ard enriched our Blood, 
Our Zoldters were btave and our Courtiers were 
god 
Oh the Roa Beef if Old Ergland ! 
And Od Engliſh Roa? Bees. 


But fince we have learn'd from all corquering France 
To tat their Ragoutes as well 2s to dance 


We are ſed up with nothirg but vain Complilarce. 
Oh the Roaſt Beef, &c. 


Oar Fathers of old were robuſt, ſtovt and ſtrong, 
And kept open"Houſe with good Chear all Day love, 


Walch made their plump Tenants rejoice in this 
Song, 


Oh the Roaſt Beef, &c, 


Bot now we are dwindled, to what ſhall I name, 
A ſ-cnking poor Race, balf begotten — ard tame, 


Why fully thoſe Honours that once ſhone in Fame, 
Ob the Realt Beef, &c, 


1 


When good Queen EIizabeth (at on the Throne, 
E*er Coffee, or Tea, or ſuch Slip Slops were known, 
The World was in Terror if e'et ſhe did frown, 

Oh the Roaſt Beef, &c. 


In thoſe Days, if Fleets did perſume on the Main, 
They ſeldom or never return'd back again; 


As Witneſs the vauntirg 41 mada of Spain. 
Oh the Roaſt Beef, &c. 


Oh then they had Stomachs to eat and to fight, 

And when Wrongs were a cookiug, to do themſclves 
right! 

But now we're al ctu'd ——— but good Night. 
Oh the Roalt Beef, &c. 


SONG 132. To the Tune of, Eng- 
liſh Roaſt Beef. 


XX Hen humming brown Beer was the Eng/i/6- 
man's Taſte, 
Our Wives the 


chaſte ; 
Their Breath ſmelt like Roſes whenever embrac'd 
Oh the brown Beer of Old England ! 
And Old Eogliſh brown Beer. 


F'er Coffee and Tea found its Way to the Town, 
Our Anceſtors they by their Fires ſat down, 


Their Bread it was white, and their Beer it was 
brown. 


Ob the brown Beer, &c. 


Our Heroes of old, of whoſe Corque ſts we boaſt, 

Cc ud make a good Meal of a Pot and a Toaſt, 

Oh did we ſo now, we ſhould icon rule the Roaſt 
Ob the brown Beer, &c. 


When the great Spaniſb Fleei on the Coaſt did 


appear, 
Our Sailors each one drank a Jorum of Beer, 
And ſent them away with a Flea in their Ear. 
Ob 1he brown Beer, &c. 
I 


y were merry, our Daughters weie 


wo. 


Our Clergymen they took a Cup of good Beer. 
E'te hey mounted the Roſtrum their Spirirs to chear, 


1'nen preach'd againſt Vices, tho' Courtiers were 
near, 


Ob the brown Beer, &c. 


Their DoQrines then were authentic and bold, 
Weli grounded on Scripture and Fathers of old, 


But now they preach nothing but what they are to d, 
Ob the brown Beer, &c. 


But ſince the Geneva and ſtrong Rattafea, 
They are dwindled to nothing, but ſlay —— et 
me ſee 


Faith, nothing at all, but meer fiddle dee dee. 
Oh the brown Beer, &c. 


SONG 133. Why heaves my fond. 


HY heaves my ford Boſom, ah ! what can 
it mean? 


Why flutters my Heart that was once io ſerece? 
Why this ſighing and tremblicg when Daphne is 
near ? ; 

Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this Sorrow and Fear? 
Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this Sorrow and Fea; ? 


Methinks I for ever with Wonder could trace, 
The thouſand itoft Cherms that embelltſh thy Face; 
Each Moment I view thee, more Beauties I find, 


With thy Face I am charm'd, but enſlay'd by thy 
Mind, 


Nit thy Face, &c, 
Untainted with Folly, unſullied by Pride, 
| There native good Humour and Virtue reſide ; 
Pray Heaven that Virtue thy Soul may ſupply, 
With Compufliva for him who without thee muſt die 


With Compaſſion, &c. 
SONG 134. Ghoſts of ev'ry &c. 


G 


Hoſt? of ev'ry Occupation, 
Ev'iy Rank, and ev'ry Nation, 


C308. -} 


Some with Crimes all foul and ſpotted, 
Some to happier Climes allotted, 
Preſs the Stygian Lake to paſs. 


Here a Solder roars like Thunder, 
Prates of Wenches, Wine ard Plunder. 
Stateſmen here the Time accuſing ; 
Poets Senſe for Rhives abuſing ; 

Lawyers chatt'ring, 

Courtiers fltt'ring, 

Bullies ranting, 

Zealots canting. 
Knaves and Fools of e'ery Claſs, 


SONG 135. Roſy Bowers. 


(Sullenly Mad) 


Rom roſy Bowers where ſleeps the God of Love 
Hither ye little waiting Cupids fly; 
Teach me in ſoft melodious Strains to move, 


With tender Paſſion my Heart's darling Joy; 
Ah ! let the Soul of Muſic tune my Voice, 
To win dear Strepbon, who my Soul enjoys, 


(Mirthfully Mad) 
Or if more influenciog, 

Is to be briſk and airy, 
With a Step and a Bound, 
Anda Friſk from the Ground, 

Flt trip like any Fairy, 
As once on Ida Dancing, 

Were three celeſtial Bodies ; 
With an Air and a Face, 

And a Shape and a Grace, 

Lil charm like Beauty's Goddeſs, | 


(Melancholly Mad) 


Ah! ah l 'tis all in vain, tis all in vain, 

Death and Deſpair muſt end the fatal Pain: 

Cold, cold Deſpair, diſguis'd like Snow and Rain, 
1 2 


10 


Falis on my Breaſt; bleak Wirds in Tempeſt; 
blow: , 8 5 

My Veins all ſhiver, and my Fingers glow - 

My Pulſe beats a dead March for loſt Re poſe, 

Ard iv a Lump of Ice my poor fond Heart is figze. 


(Fantaſtically Mad) 


Cr ſey ve Powers to crown, 

Call | thaw myſelf, or drown, , 
Among the fozming Billows ? | 

Ircre2fing all with lears I ſhes, : 
On Beds of Ovze, and cryſtal Pillows, - 

Lay down my Love fick Head, 

(Start Mad) 
No, no. ro, no Ill ſtraight run mad, 


nat {oon my Heart Will Warm; 6 
W hen once the Senſe is fled, 
| 


Jove has no Power tocharm, 

id through the Woods I'll fly, 
' __ Robes, Locks ſhall thus be ter: ] 
A thouſand Deaths I'll die, 

E':1 thus in vain adore. 


SONG 136. While Strephon, &c. 


IL E Szrephon on fair Chloe hung, 
And gently woo'd, and ſweet!y lung 3 
ine Nymph, in a diſdainful Air, 
Inus Smiling mock'd the Shepherd's Care. | 
Swaln, i know that you diſcover, 
In my form a thouſand Charms | 
Can you point me out a Lover, | 
Worthy my encircling Arms. | 


Boy. no more approach my Beauty, 
Lill you equal Merit boaſt ; 

Jo adore me 15 a Duty, 
Thouſands witneſs to their Coſt: 


Stung to the Heart, the redd'ning Swain, 
19 ike vain Maid tetorts agaio, 


( 203 ) 

Fooliſh Creature, did each Feature 

B oom beyond the Pride of Nature; 
Artfol feige ing, coy dild iining. 

Vain Coquzt, deitioys them all; 

(G3 oe bearing, proud, inf ar Ns 

Lay a thouſand Fops deſpairing 3 | 
Then complying. fighiny ding. 

To (ome? Fuoi a V-Qtim all. 


Nympins, Ike you, while they're Geceiving, 
Ages all in Front appe r; 

But the Sot their Arts believing, 
But the Soi their Arts believing, 


Finds che Devil in the Rear. 


SONG 137. The Ather Laſs, 


OM E t:ke your Glaſs, the Nortvern Lats 
So prettily advis'd. 
I drank her Health and realy was 
Ag eeably lurpris'd, 
Her 5nape io nrat, her Voice to tweet, 
Her Ait and Min ſa tree, 
The Syren charm'd me from my Meat, 


But take your Drink, {aid the, 


It f:om the North ſuch Beauty comes, 
How is it thar I feel 

Within my Breaſt that glowing Fiame, 
No Tongue can e'er reveal; 

Tho' cold and raw.the North Wind blows, 
All Sum mer's on her Bieaſt, 

Her Skin wa. like the driven Snow, 
But Sun ſhine all the reſt. 


Her Heart may Southern Climates melt, 
Tho' froz:n now it ſeems ; 

That Joy with Pain be equal felt, 
And ballanc'd in Extreams ; 

Then like our genial Wine ſhall! charm, 
With Love my panting Breaſt; 

Me like Sun her Heart ſhall warm, 
Be Ice to all the reſt, 


I 3 


6104) 
SONG 138. Cm ever ſmiling, &c. 


2 ME, ever ſmiling Liberty, 
And with thee bring thy jocund Train, 
Cune, ever {milling Liberty, 
And with the? bring thy jocund Train. 
Come, ever {miling, (miling L betty, 
Aud with tee bring thy jocund Train, 
And with thee brig t y jocund Train, 
And wich tace bring thy jocuad Train, thy jocund 
| Train, | 
And with thee bring thy jocund Train. 
For thee wt Pant an hgh, 
Vor thee, &c. 
With whom et2rnal Pleaſures reign. 


Come ever ſm ling Liberty. 
And with thee bring thy jocund Train, 
Come, ever ſmiling Liberty, 
Come, ever ſmiling Liberty, 
Ard with thee bring thy jocund Train, 
T'hy jocund Krain, 
And withihe bring thy jocund Train. 


SONG 139. Frim Cuurging, &c. 


2.0% ſecurging Relellion aud baffling prod 
A France 

Lrovwn'd wi h Laurels behold Britiſh Milian ad- 
vance : 

Ii: Triamotb to grace, and diltingaiſh the Day. 

The Sun brip ter ſhines, and al: Nature looks gay. 
Y 03r Glaſtes charge bigb; 
"113 -n Grave 7illirms Ptaiſe, 

Ta his Gly vous Fiices and [i [traments raiſe. 


vo nile loſt in {oft Pleaſire we courted Fepoſe, 
Our Here flew forth, tho" the Stteams round him 
f:07eC : 
To guard us trom Tyrants, each Danger defy'd, 
And wou's conquer ur die by fair Liberty's tide. 
Torr Ge, & 2. 
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Peace comes in his Train, faireft Off prings of Sky, 
Ev ry Bliis in her Smile, ev'ry Ch:rm in ner Eye: 
While that Foe to Man, that worſt Fiend Civil War, 
Is gnaſh eng her Tecth, and faſt bound to h's Car. 
Your Glaſfes, &e. 


How hate'ul the Monarch who lur'd by f Iſe Fames 
To ſatiste his Pide. ſets the World in a Flame! 
How glorious the King, whoſe ite ligent Mind! 
Makes Grandeur conſiſt to protefti-g Mankind, 
Jour Ga. &c. 


Ye Warriors on whom we joſt Hou 8s beſtow, 

O thi-k on the Source whence oor Fy'is:to flow : 

Commanded by W:i//izm attack next the Gaul, 

And bicd thoſe in Chains, who wou'd Britons en- 
thrall. eur Giiffes, &e, 


SONG 140. As Chloe on Flowers, 


S Chloe on Flowers reclia'd o'er the Stream, 
She ſigh'd ro the Brecze, and made Collin her 
Theme : (Brecze, 
Tho* p'er'art the Stream, and tho*' cooling there. 
Ani the Flowers tho' fragrant, ſhe panred for Eaſe, 
And the Flowers, &c. 


The Stream it was fick'e and baſted away, 
T: kiſ,'d the (weer Barke, but no loncer would ſtay 
Tir, beavtious inconſtant, and faithi: fs tho? fair, 
Ah ! Collin look in, and behold tayſelf there, 

An! Collin look in, &e. 


The Breeze that ſo ſweet on ber Boſom did play, 

Now role oa Temfeſt, ard dark n'd the Day, 

As (oft as he Breeze, and as loud as the Wind, 

Such Collin when angry, and Cin w en kind, 
Such Collin when, &e, 


The Flowers when gather'd ſo beauteous and ſweet, 
Now fade on her Boſom. and die at her Feet ; 
As fair in their Bloom, and as tou! i D.cay, 
Such Collin when preignt, and Clin away» 
| Sach Collin when, &. 
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In Rage and Deipair from be Ground ſie aroſe, 

And hom net the Flowers (o faded ſhe throws; 

Sie weeps in the Stream, ard ſhe ſighs to the Wind, 

And teſolves to dt. ve Colin quite out of her Mind, 
And reſolves, &c. 


But what her teſolves when her Colin appear'd, 

The Stream it ſtocd fill, and ro lempeu w's beard, 

The Flowers recover'd their beauti'ul Hus, 

She found he was kind, and b liev'd he was true, 
She tound be &c, 


SONG 141. Ask thou ſily dytard, 


SK, thou filly dotard Man, 

Whence our Ruin firſt began, 
How our Grief and deadly Woe 
Did trom Famer. Una flow. 


We might live ard happy be, 
Could we ſhun this Eremy ; 

All the Pangs the Hear: &'er knew 
From vain Woman, Woman, grew. 


Aſk what calm Felicity 

Man er-joy'd, bow bleſt was he: 
Novug ht could his Repoſe invade, 
Till falſe Woman, ſhe: was made. 


Soon as ſhe receiv'd her Breath, 
Man was ſubject unto Death: 
Others Evils, to their Shame, 
From decentul Woman came, 


Aſk what Ills befel old Trey, 

W hich alſe Helen did deſtroy, 

Of the tender Bride grooms. who, 

Were by Woman, Woman ſlewW. 1 


How the brave Mark Anthony, 

Loſt the World by faithleſs She; 

Ruin'd States, loſt Crown: and King, 
From vain Poman, Woman, ſprings, 


„ 
SONG 142. To heal the Smart, &c. 


O heal the Smart a Bee had made, 
Upon my Chloe's Face, 
Honey upon her Cheeks ſhe laid, 
And bid me kiſs the Place. 


Pleas'd, I obey'd, and from the Wound, 
I mbib'd both ſweet and ſmart : 

The Honey on my Lips 1 found, 
The String within my Heart. 


SONG 143. 7% Flower of Edin- 
burgh. 


Love was once a bonny Lad, 
He was the Flower of all his Kin, 
Ie Abſence of his pretty Face, 
My tender Heart has rent in twain : 
I Day nar Night find ro Delight, 
In ſilent Tears I ſtill complain, 
And exclaim againſt thoſe, my cruel Foes, 
That have taken from me my darling Swain, 
De'pairing Avguiſh fills my Breaſt, 
Since I have loſt my blooming Roſe, 
I figh and mourn while others reſt, 
is Abſence hinders all repoſe -: 
To find my Love, I'll range and rove 
Thro' every pleaſant Grove and Plain, 
Thus I never will ceaſe, but in queſt ſpend my Days, 
Untill I find my darling Swain. 
There's nothing ſtrange in Nature's change, 
Since Parent's ſhew ſuch Cruelty ; 
Therefore from me my Dear does range, 
He knows not to what Deſtiny ; 
The pretty Kids and tender Lambs, 
Now ceale to ſport on che fair Plain, 
But do mourn and lameat, in deep Diſcontent 
Tue Abſence of my darling Swain, 


Kind Neptune, let me thee intreat 
To ſend a far and pleaſant Gale; 
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Ye Dolpbins neat, upon me wait, 

And convey me on your Tail. 
Heavens bleſs my Voyage with Succels, 
Whilſt ſailing on the raging Main, 
And wa't me o'er to that ſame Shore, 
To ſee my lovely darling Swain, 


All Joy and Mirth at our Return, 
Shall then abound from Teed to Tay: 
The Be!ls ſhall ring, while Birds do fing, 
To crown our happy nuptial Day: 
Thus bleſs'd with Charms, in my Love's Arms, 
Once more my Heart will him attain, 
111 range no more to a foreign Shore, 
But in love will enjoy my darling Swain, 


SONG 144. A Courting JI went, 


Courting I went to my Love, 
Who is ſweeter than Roſes in May ; 
And when I came to her by Jove, 
The Devil a Word could I ſay. 


I walk'd with her into the Garden, 
There fully intended to woo her ; 
But, may I be ne'er worth a Farthiog, 
If of Love I ſaid any thing to her, 


I claſp'd her Hand cloſe to my Breaſt, 


While my Heart was as light as a Feather; 
Yet nothing I ſaid I proteſt, 


Bat, —— Madam, tis very fine Weather, 


To an Ardour I did her attend, 


She ask'd me to come and fit by her; 
J crept to the furtbermoſt End, | 


For I was afraid to come nigh her. 


I ask'd her which Way was the Wind, 
For I thought in ſome Talk we muſt enter ; 
Why, Sir ! ſhe anſwer's, and grinn'd, | 
Have you juſt ſent your Wits for a Venture ? 


( 109 ) 


T len into the Parlour we went, 

There vou'd I my Paſſion would iry, 
But there I was Hill as a Mouſe, 

On! what a dull Buoby was 1 ? 


SONG 145- The tields aud, &c. 


HE Fields ard the Groves in freſh Verdute 
ſhoce gay, 

And Philomel chaunted her Love l:bour'd Song; 

When the Nymphs and the Swalas in their brightelt 
Array, 

To chuſe a May Lady, mov'd (partive along. 
Hach Youth darnt wien Ardour his Nymph to 
create. (her fond Mate, 
Each Nymph, with ſoft Glances, faſt caught 

And each one impatiently waited her Fate. 


But when Anaryllis among them appear'd, 

Like Beauty's fair Goddeſs, attenged by Love; 
With Graces altta dive each Heart ſhe encear'd, 

Sur paſſing Bright Juno, the (ot fort of Fove, 

i he Shepherds admiting, glad Homage do pay, 

The Nymphs with their Garlar:ds ro lo» ger delay, 
To crown Beauty's Paragon Queen of May. 


SONG 146. At the ſilent Ev'ning. 


T the filent Ev'ning Hour, 
Two fond Lovers in a Bower, 
Sought, ſought their mutual Blils ; 
The? her Heart was juſt telenting, 
] bo' her Eyes ſee m'd juſt conſenting, 
Let, yet, ſhe fear'd to k ſs. 


Sigee this ſecret Shade, he cry'd, 
Will thoſe roſy Blafhes hide, 
Why, why will you refilt ; 
When no tell tale Spy is near us, 
Eye not ſees, nor Ear can hear us, 


Who, who would aot be kiſt. 
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Cz/ia, heariovg what he ſaid, 
Gently lifted up her Head, 
Her Breaſt ſoſt W-ſhes fill; 
If, ſaith ſhe, no Spy is near us, 
Eye not ſees, nor Ear can hear us, 
Kiſs, Kiſs me if you will, 


SONG 147. / hen Britain firſt, &c. 


Hen Britain f it by Heaven's Command, 
Atoſe from out the azure Main; 
This was the Charter, the Charter of the Land, 
And Guardian Angels ſung the Strain, 
Rule, Britannia, Britannia rule the Waves, 
| For Britons never will bs Slaves. 


The Nations not fo bleis'd as thee, 
Muſt in their Turn co T yrants fall; 
Whilſt _ ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſh great and 
ree, 
The Dicad and envy of them al}. 
Rule Britannia, Sc. 


Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
More dreadful from each foreign Stroke ; 
As the loud Blaſt that tears, that tears the Skies, 
Ser ves but to root thy native Oak. 
Rule Britannia, Oc. 
hee, bavghty Tyrants ne'er ſhall tame, 
Ali thetic Attempts to bend thee down, 
Wil] but arouſe, arouſe thy generous Flame, 
And work their Woe, and thy Renown, 
Rule, Britannia, Se. 


To thee belongs the rural Reign, 
Thy Cities ſhall with Commerce ſhine ; 
All thine ſhall be, ſhall be the ſubject Main, 
And ev'ry Shore it circles, thine, 
Rule, Britannia, &c, 


The Muſes, ſtill with Freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy Coaſts repair; 


E 


Bleſs'd Iſle, with Beauty, with matchleſs Beauty 
crown'd. | i 
And manly Hearts to guard the Fair. 
Rule, Britannia, Oc. 


SONG 148. The Myrning, &c. 


HE Morning freſh, the Sun in Eaſk, 
N cw gilds the ſmiling Day; 
The Mo ning freſh. the Sun in Eaſt, 
Now gilds the ſmiling Day; 
The Lark torſakes his dewy Net, 
be Fields all rcund are gayly dreſs'd, 
Ariſe my Love. and play; 
Atiſe my Love, and play. 
Come forth my Fair, come forth bright Maid, 
And bleſs 1by Sheperd's Sight; | 


Come, &. 


Lend ev'ry folded Flow'r thy Aid, 
Unveil tae Roſe's bluſhing Shade, 
And give them ſweet Delight, 
And give them ſweet Delight, &c. 
Thy Pretence makes all Nature (mile, 
Thoſe Smiles your Charms improve; 
| Thy Preſence, &c; 
Thy Stra'ns the liſt'ning Birds b-guile, 
And, as invite, reward their Toil, 
And tune their Notes to Love, &c, 
Beneath the fragrant Hawthorn Tree, 
The Flowery Wreaths I'll twine, 
Beneath tbe, &c. 
F're other Eyes their Beauties ce, | 
They on thy Brows adorn'd ſhall be; 
The happy Taſk be mine, be mire, &c, 


SONG 149. From fveet bewitching 


4 Rom ſweet bewitcping Tricks of Love, 
Yourg Men you: - ſecute; 


E 


Leſt from the Paths of Senſe you rove, 
In Dotage premature, 
In Dotage premature, 


Look at each Laſs thro' Wiſdom's G!2is 
Don't truſt the naked Eye ; 
Gallants beware, look ſharp, take Care, 
The Blind eat many a Fly, 
The blind cat many, &c. 
Not only on their Hands and Necks, 
The borrow'd White you'll flac ; 
Some Belles, when Intereſt directs, 
Can even paint the Mind, 


Can even, &c. 
joy in Diſtreſs they can expreſe, 
"Their very Looks can lye. 3 
 Gallants beware, dc. 
'Their's not a Spiniſter in the Realm, 
But all Mankind can cheat, | 
Down to the Cottage from the Helm, 
The Learn'd, the Brave, and Great. 
The Learn'd, &c. 
With lovely Looks, and golden Hooks, 
T*entangle us they try. 
Gallants beware, &Cc, 
Could we with Ink the Ocean fill, 
Was Earth of Parchment made; 
Was every ſingle Stick a Quill, 
Each Man a Scribe by Trade, 
Each Man a Scribe by Trade. 
To write the Tricks of balf the Sex, 
Would drain that Ocean dry. 
Gallants beware, look ſharp, take care, 
The — many a Fly, the Blind eat mary a 
5. 


SONG 150, Behold the ſweet, &c. 


Ehcld the ſweet Flowers arcund, 
Wich all the bright — they wear, 
With all the bright ies they wear, 
Yet no:c on the Plains can be found, 


C. 


E 


So lovely, ſo lovely, as Cælia is fair, 
So lovely, as Cælia s lar. 
Ye Warblers come rai your (cet Throats, 
No longer in Silence remain, 
| No longer, &C. 
O lend a fond Lover vour Notes, 
To ioften, to ſotten my Cælia's Diſdain, 
To ſoften, to toften my Cælia's Diſdain. 
Ot times in yon flow'ry Vale, 
1 breathe my Complaints in a Song, 
I breathe, Ec 


Fair Flora attends the ſad Tale, 
And ſweetens, and ſwectens the Borders along 
And ſweetens the Borders along. 
Bat Cælia whoſe Breath might peifume, 
The Boſom of Fl:ra in May, 
The BoJom, &c. 
Still frowning pronounces my Doom, | 
Regarcleſs, regardleſs of all I can ſay, 
Regardleſs of all I can lay. 


SING 151. How bleſt were, Rc. 


ON bleſt were Mortals, would they know, 
The Favours which the Gods b:ftow, 


The Favours, &c. 
But partial Paſſion ſteps between, 


And quite conſounds the charmiag Scene; 


Wich eng, whining, ſtill repining, 


Wiſhing, whining &c 


Every Wretch creates his Pains, 
Thea of Heaven and Fate complains, 
Vain are Riches, vain is Glory, 
Nature ſpreads her Gifts before ye, 
Nature ſpreads, & e 
Kind Heaven enough to all hath lent, 
Ther take your Share ard be content, 
Je; and Pleaſure wichout Meaſute, 


Joy and, &c. 


+ © 
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For vour kind Acceptance wait, 
T.enfſ-ize your Blits, and ſmile at Fate. 


SONG 152. I ſeek not at once, & 


Seck not at once in a Female to find, 
ne Form of a Vn with Pallii's Mind ; 
Let the Girl that J love have bat prudence in View, 
That tho" ſhe deceive, I may ſtill think her True. 
Be ner Perſon not bezutious, but pleaſing and clean, 
Let her Temper be cicudieſs and open het Alien; 
By Folly, I“ Nature, nor Varity led. 
Nor indebted to Paint, nor indebted to Paint, far 

white or for red, 


Aizy her Tongue, that dread Weapon in muſt of 
the Sex. 

Peemp:.y's to Delight, and rot to Perplex : 
I. et $a not be too bold. nor yet frown at a Jed, 
For P:uces I ceſpite, and Coquets I deteſt. 
Nay ter tumour the tafte of the Company hit, 
Nat zA. ct-cly Wiie, bor too pert With her Wit > 
Go f d out tze fair One that's lor m'd wn my Plain, 


And 1 'i] love ber for ever, — I mean it I can, 


SONG 153. The well advis'd Lover: 


H Streben! ceaſe, nor hope to move, 
The Courts of Heav'n with thy Compidiat ; : 
Af not a fruitfulneſs Boon with Jede, 
With all his Might wants Pow'r to grant. 


In vain, alaſs ! is other Aid, 
To ceaſe the Torments you endure ; 
The Wounds Almighty Love has made, 
A mighty Love alone can Cure, 


Fly ſwiftly then to Cælia's Eyes, 

»Tis Cælia can apply the Balm, 
Will bid your eager Tranſports riſe, 

And all your idle Fears be Calm. 


Still, Stephen, Love with Patience burn, 
Aud of your pleaſing Chains be proud ; 


Ku) BS | 
Tf ſhe, kind Mid, afford Return, | 
She, ſhe's your Heav'n, and you're a God. 


SONG 154. The impioring Lover. 


Ently hear me charming Fair, 
Ever kind, and ever lear 3 
All my dying Pains , moe, 
Chloe, ſmile, and ſay you 'ove : 
On your Boſom let me lay, 
Sigh, and gaze my Soul away, . ; 
On your Beſem, &C. 
Bilmy Kiſſes, pow'rful Jovs, 
Such as De th, nor Time deſtroys, 
Oh ! my d-areſt fair One give, 
So I ever bleſt ſhall live; 
More than Gods in Heaven can be, 
1 hou alone art Heav'n to me. 


More than Cod, &c. 


SONG 155. The generous Lover: 


Alſe tho' ſh? be to me and Love, 
I'll ne'er purſues Revenge, 
For ſtill the Charmer I approve, 
Tho' I deplore her Change. 


In Hours of Bliſs we oft” have met, 
Tucy could not always lalt, 

Add tho' the Preſ-at I regret, 
I'm grateful for the Pait, 


SONG 156. How few among, &c. 


OW few among the Thouſand Pairs, 
By Wedlock doom'd to certain Cares, 

Are fit the Yoke to bear, 

Are fit the Yoke to bear, 
The Husband claims his Sovereign Right, 
The Wife runs counter out of Spight, 

And does ber Vows forſwear, 

And does her Vows forſwezr, 
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But ſome there are, whom mutual Love, 
Does prompt with free Conſent to move, 
Submiſiive to their Fate, 
Sub miſſive to their Fate, 
Thrice happy is that prudent He, 
Thrice happy is that prudent She, 

Bleſs'd with ſo kind a Mate. 

Bleſs'd with ſo kind a Mate, 


Shou'd I and Cælia ever join, 
I would be her's and ſhe'd be mine ; 

For we two would be One, 

For we two would be One, 
Complyicg with each other's Will, 
Of gen'rous Love would take our Fill, 

ar Joys ſhauld ne'er be done, 

Our Joys ſhould ne'er be done. 


SONG 157. Fill me a Heul, Rc. 


ALL me a Bowl, a mighty Bowt, 
1 Large as m Capacicus Soul 3 
me a Bow!, a mighty Bowl, 
L-r-ge as my capacious Soul; 
Vaſt as my 'Thirlt is. 

Let it have Depth enough to be my Grave : 
J mean the Grave of all my Care, 
For I deiten to buty't there; 

T.ct 1t of Siiver faſbon'd be, 

Worthy of Wire, worthy of me, 
Worthy to adora the Spheres, 
Woniy to adorn the Spheres, 

As that bright Cup, as that bright Cup, 
Amongit the Stars, 

Fi me a Bowl, a mighty Bowl, 

Large as my capacious Zoul. 


5 
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SONG 15S. The tos curious 5 


A SfC-e/ia in her Garden firay'f, 


Secure, nor. drcamt of Haim, 


# 34 MIS; 


3 
A Bee approach'd the lovely Maid, 
And reſted on her Arm, 


The curious Inſect thither flew, 
To taſte the tempting Bloom; 
But, wi ha thouland Sweets in View, 
It tound a ſudden Doom. 


Her nimble Hand of Life bereav'd, 
The Darling little Thing, 

But firſt the ſnowy Arm rece:y'd, 
And felt the paiaful Sting. 


Once only could that Sting ſu prize, 
Once be injurious found, 

Not io the Darts of Cælia's Eyes, 
They never ceale to wound, 


Oh wov'd tie ſhort liv'd burving Smart 
The Nymph to Pity move, 

And teach her to regard the Heart 
She fires Wi:h cadicl: Love! 


SONG 159 The timorois Lover. 


tie Luſtre of thy charmi- g F yes, 
Waheie cjiabe LiphtCoing piays; 

With equa: Pleaſure and Sur prize, 

I gico:iy Survey : 
But ſti I vew thy Charms in vain, 

They cauſe, but canot eaſe my Pain. 
For ſhould I with ſuch Beauty dare 

Attempt to quench my Fire, 


Within thy Arms, immortal Fair! 


muſt at once Expire. 
St'i] then I view thy Charms in vain, 
4 licy cauſe, but cannot eaſe my Pain. 


SONG 160. The Adareſt.. 


5 Wixt pleaſing Hope and painful Fear. 
True Love divided les, 
With artleſs Look and fuul fincere, 
Above all nean Diſguiſe : 


— 


— — 
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Fer Ci thus my Leatt is mos '], 
Accept it lovely Fan, 

Fe- lik'd beſo-e, bitterer levy, 
Eut let me not D-'pair, 
But lc! me not Dei. 


My Fate before your et I lay, 
Sentence your willing Slave! 

Nemember, tho? that 1yrants (lay, 
And heavenly Powers ſave : 

To bleſs is Heaven': pecular Grace, 
Let me a ble ſſing find, 

Ard ſince you wear en Argel's | ace, 
O ſhow an Angel's Ned! 
Ofen an Angels 11 md ! 


SONG 161, Love's Extacy. 


tl how ſweet to ſee the Eyes, 
Rotting in their humid ! ire! 


? 


Wren the Nymph extended lies, 
Cullet Love and warm Dees! 

Cor.icicus Red her Face o'nprcading, 
Ang her heaving Boſom riſigy, 
N.i\ky Paths to Rapture leading, 
Marmuring S'ghs, her Joys Ciſguiſing., 

Happy Loveis only know 

The Bliſs that from conienting Lovers flow. 


SONG 162. No Glory I covet, Kc, 


O Glory I covet, no Riches I want, 
Ambition is nothing to me; 

The one thing I beg of kind Heaven to grant, 
Is a Mind independant and free, | 


With Paſſion unruffl:d untainted with Pride, 
By Reaſon my Life let me ſquare; 

The Waats of my Nature are chiefly ſupply'd 
And the reſt are but Folly and Care. 


The Bleſſings, which Providence freely has lc 
PII jufly and gratefully prize: 
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While ſweet Med tation and chearſul Content, 
Shall make me both healthy ard wile. 


In the Pleaſures the great Man's Poſſeſſions diſp-ay, 
Une.,vy'd I'll challenge my Part; 

For ev'ry fair Object my Eyes can lu:vey, 

Conte bute to gladden my Heart. 


How vainly, through infinite Trouble and Strife, 
Tue many their Labouts employ ! 

S nce all that is traly delightful in Liſe, 
Is what all, if they will, may enjoy, 


SONG 163. Of good Engliſh Beer, 


F good Engliſh Beer our Songs let's raiſe, 

# We've a Right by our Freedom and Charter 
And follow cur brave Forefathers Ways, 

Who liv'd in the Days of King Arthur : 
Of thoſe gallant Days loud Fame has told, 

Beer gave the ſlout Britons Spirit; 
In Love they ſpoke Truth, in War they were bold, 

And flour iſh'd by Dint of Merit. 


CHORUS 


Then like them crown our Bowls, 
Our plentions brown Bowls, 

And take them off clever ; 
Ta all true Engliſh Souls, 
 HuZzza Old England for ever, 
Huzza Old England for ever; 
Old England, Old England, 
Huyzza Old England for ever, 


The Glory in Love or War they won, 
By Fighting, Retreats and Sallies, 
Was from the Production of their own 
Good Beer and roaſt Beef in their Bellies; 
All foreign Attempts they did diſdain, 
So fir'd with Reſolutions ; 
For Liberty they'd bleed ev'ry Vein, 
To keep their own Conſtitution. 
CHORUS 


Then like them crazou aur Bowls, & e. 


1 

L ke them let u*fi!, ard drink, and ling, 
Fo all who our State are aiding 3 

To Commerce, that our Wealth does bring, 
And every Branch of our Trading. 

Py Commerce all Graudeur we ſuſtain, 
That makes us a powerful Nation; 

Then let us agree, and with Vigour maiataia 
Our Trade and our Navigation, 


CHORUS 
Then like them crown our Bowls, &c. 


SONG 164. Apollo's Council. 


Eaſe ford Maortals, ce. ſe to move 
With idle Pray'ts the Courts above 
The Pow'rs themſe'ves grant 
Ev'ry Thing they know you want : 
Never w:fh for Time to come, 
Never da imrending doom, 
Live, live the preſent Hour, but know 
Length of Time is length of Woe : 
Pleaſutes cannot always laſt, 
Age comes on with tr: mbling haſte, 
And damps all the ſweet Repaſt. 


SONG 165. The reaſonable Lover 


Eep within my burning Heart* 
Love has bury'd ev'iy Dart; 
I icel I feel the ſportive Boy 
Prepare me for eternal Joy : 
Beauty's Fire, 
Fierce Deſite, 
All, all alike at once Conſpire : 
Never yet were Charms like thine, 
Never Love ſo fizrce, ſo fieice as mine. 


Nor does Beauty only warm, 
Reaſon holds a ſfarer Charm; 
Grave Diſcretion joins with Youth, 
Sportive Mirth with Angel 1ruth. 
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Youth when peſt. 
Theſe will laſt, 
And deſy Uimnc's ſtrongeſt Blaſt; 
Let them then united move, 
R-20n. Beauty, Senſe and Lore. 


SONG 166. The Dream. 


O ace ſaw Cepid in Dream, 

Hi Darts were t'p'd With pointed Flame; 
* 0 {l:ep he sty'd devoid of Care, 
(or languiſh yet for any Fair. 


Look bete and love, with that he drew 
pon the Wall, full i= my Vicw, 
A Maid with ſo divire a F- ce, 
As Hem'd of mott than mortal Race. 


He bid he Colours with ſuch Art, 
Ard gav⸗ to ev cy McVINg Part 
uc ust Pee portion, that the Whole 


See md mo:e to have, than want a Soul. 


With Arrow's Point he limn'd an Eye, 
By whoſe keen Rays might Thouſands die; 
No Colours could have done ſo well, 

Orc half the Warmth or Brightneſs tell. 


I woke, and willirg to obey, 
E'er fince conf-(s fair Chee ſway : 
\ hat Heart ſo cold, that having felt, 
Jhoſe Flames her Eyes, as rot to melt. 


SONG 167. The Lover's Advice. 


E own Sa/inda thou art fair, 
We own thy matchleſs Pow'r, 


We own Salinda, &c. 
Thy Wit, thy Senſe, thy ſprightly Air, 


Engage us ev'ry Hour, 
Thy Wit, &c. 


But know Salinda, that thy Reign, 
Depends on Man alone, 


But know, &c. 


B 


And Man can break a Tyrant's Caain, 
And cverturn thy Throne, 


And Man, &c. 
If then ſubſtantial Bliſ you'd prove, 
And well your Hour employ, 
If thin, &c, 
On Man beſtow your envied Love, 
Give, to receive the Joy, 
On Man, &C 


SONG 168. Badſworth Hunt. 


E Hunters give Ear to my Song, 
Who to %ier ſteep Hills do retort ; 


Sing of a Fox Cha e ſo ogg. 
I hope you' allow it good ſport : 
'was jaſt at the [ime of the Year, 
When boxes cou'd fly ard were ſtout, 
At B gay Hall did appear, 
Of Hunters a jovial Rout 


Says the M/ter o'er Night it is Ten, 
Call * 5/:mger for Iwill to Ped; 
At Fr I ſhail ſee you again, 
Pray + Thomas reratmuer your Head: 
At Five then the Nlaſter aroſe, 
The 11{t half aſiccp left their Beds ; 
Ard buicled in taite on their Cloatns, 
But ſome of them felt heavy Heads. 


To Cover they waik'd:a Foot's pace, 
V/ nete the Company all did appear; 
Oaly Harvey who loit all the Chaſe, 
By twice taking leave of his Dear ; 
"Twas jult at the riſe of the Sun, 
When to Barz/2a/e great Whin Bed they came; 
So ſamous for many a Run, 
So crowced with Fox Hunters Game. 


Heaux ! Truelove, ſays f Farvice, my Hound, 
Hei! Jumbler, J Zack quickly reply'd ; 


„* Maſter's Man, His Son, The Huntſman, 
$ Whipper 1n, CO ee 
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By Jove ſays Ben Sayle he is found, 

Hark ! Dauzche/s that never yet ly'd: 
Halloo ! then away the Pack goes, 

Maſter Wil/on come on ſays Tom Saz/e ; 
Rit anſwers I'll gather thoſe Sloes, 

Aud then comb my Nags Main and Tail. 


Over Smaton wide Fallows he made, 
To Breckeniale Earths full up Wind; 
lis Beeſom he toſ.'d but ne'er ſtay'd, 
As tho” he ſaid kiis me behind : 


Ober Stapletan Lees to Wake Wood, 


Down to B/aze ſtill up Wind he does fly; 
But ſoon found in ſpight of his Blood, 
He muſt back again elſe he muſt die, 


From Graverend and ſhear to Went. Hall, 
Where a * Huntre/s ran up to the cry ; 


Her Voice was fo {ſweet and ſo clear, 


Ic muſt be Diana or D;: 
From thence he try'd Darrinztin Moor, 
Over went and dy Badſzerth he goes; 
O] Renny thy Fate here deplore, 
For here lives the worſt of thy Foes, 


Then up to the Hollins he ran, 
Wh-rea Pi2wman he met in the Face : 
This Lecky-hit let in every Man, 
Or the deel a one had ſeen the Chaſe: 
The Maſter came up in his Chair, | 
And ſaw Danger hit of the Default; 
Ile ſwore had Ralph Epen been there, 
Hey + Danger had quite ſplit his Throat 


Now Rackzwo-d now D2/oer {ome cry'd. 
Now Rival now Simeſtreſis again; 
Then Hall his Dog Rebel eſpy'd, 
And (wore he led over the Plain; 
J ns {ays d Hall is ſoreſworne, 


* Ben's Daughter, + Ralph Epſom's Heund 
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But he'll ſwear a Man off his Horſe ; 
See Tap/ter add Six Couple more, 
He canaot blow Wind in their A—ſe. 


$q nite Thomas came up tothe Head, 
And bid D—n them all they were blind ; 
For ſee my Dog Jugler does lead 
And Tipler is not far behind : 
He made then for Hample high Wood, 
But found it too hot for his Stay; 
® Smith ſaw him as watching he flood , 
Ard bid him make beſt of bis Way, 


To Brodjwrih he cunningly Role, 

And then ſhear away to che Marr ; 
At the Warren of Me/t2n to Hole, 

But Daran had there put « bart: 
Over Dun then he haſtens his way. 

On Conning:borongh Cliff he relys ; 
Oh Renny in vain is thy Play. 

Old Mountains put up and thou dies. 
The Boatman was luck ly by, 

The Hotſemen with Heart and good Will; 
Got over and they pteſently ſpy d. 

The Hounds danciag over the Hal: 
Here Maliy the Lead fhe does take, 

Oh Roper ſne ſo doth beuave ; | 
Tipler's Blood thy dead Corps ſhou'd awake, 
And make the jump out of thy Grave, 

For Edlington Wood then he flew, 
E're Ed/ingt:n Wood he could reach; 
They ran out of Scents into view, 
And Diamond laid hold of his Breech - 
W hoohup ! then Dick Sunder land crys, 
Tom Attin/on ſtood in amaze 
1 he Company own'd with ſurpr'ze, 
Such a Chaſe they ne'et ſaw in tacir Days, 


Hence IFarn/worth hall thy havghty Spire, 
Our Fame io Poſtecity bear; 
ich CHrLDERsS and NEwBY acmite, 


74 Earth Stopper. + a Earth Stopper, 
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Ard Dear with Envy ſhall hear: 
Now to B1d/worth roxſt Beet let me hie, 
Where we'il finiſh the Day in delight 3 
We'll D:ink to Fox Hunters and die, 
Aod finiſh the Day in deligut. 


SONG 169. £dariſs to Liberty. 


Aireſt Daughter of the Skies, 

Hither turn thy radiant Eyes : 
They as Lovers here ſha! trace, 

Every Charm, every Charm, every Charm, 
Every Charm and every Grace : 

Sons of Hin who admire, 

Sons of Virtue all on Fire, 


Sens of Wiſdom, &c. 
Hither, Godde/s, hither turn, 


Britons far thy Beauties burn ; 
Hi:ver Goddeſs, &. 


SONG 170. Thy Baucis and 1, &c. 


1 Baucis and I are both ancient and poor, 

We never yet drove the Diſtceſs'd from our 
Door; 

But till of odr little, a little can ſpare, 

To thoſe who, like vos, Life's Icfirmities bear, 


Come, come, my good Friends, let us go in to- 


gether, | 
A Cup of gcod Liquor will out the Weather ; 
Qar Foy they are gentle tho' our Mears are bat 
mali; 


You're Leartily welcome, and that's beſt of all. 


You're welcome at our humble Board to partake, 
Of a Jug of good Ale, anda gocd Bailey Cake; 
A good roaring Fire 2s high as your Noſe, 
A cleanly warm Bed your vid Limbs to repoſe, 
We know no Ambition, we have no Eſtate, 
No Porter to worry the Poor from our Gate; 
Ve ez;n what we {pend, and we pay as we go; 
L were nct amif. if 11 Rich weuld do fo, 

2 
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SONG 171: The Morning is, Rc. 


HE Morning is charming, all Nature is gay, 
Away my brave Boys, to your Klos away; 
Tor the Prime of our Pleaſure, and queſtiog tue 
Hire, 
We have not ſo much as a Moment to ſpare, 


CHORUS. 


Haik! the lively ton'd Horn, how melodious it 
ſounds, how melodidus it ſounds, 

To the mii al Sorg. to the muſical Song of the 
merry mouth'd Hounds, 


In yon ſtubble Field we ſhall find her below; 

Soho ! ciies the Huntſman ; hark to him, Soho! 
dee ! where ſh» goes. ard the Hounds have a VW; 
Such Hat mony Handel! himſelf never knew. 


CHORUS, 


CGa'es Hedges, and Ditches to us are no Bounds, 


But the World is cur own while we felicw the 
Hounds. 


Hold. eld, *ts a Doub'e ; hark, hey ! Bowler, hey 

a liculacd gainſay it, a Thouſans ſhalily« ; 

Firs Baauw'y utpaſſiagg, his Truth has been try d, 

At tue Had of the Pack an infallible Guide, 

CHORUS. 

At his Cry the wide Fe/kiz with Thunder reſounds 

7 he Darling of Hunters, the Glory of Hounds 

er 8 and Lowlands, ard Woodlands 

we fly. 

Out Horſes full Speed, and our Hounds in fu'l Cry ; 

So match'd in their Mouths, and lo even they run, 

Like the Trine of the Spheres, aud the Race of 
the Saz. 


CHORUS. 


Health, Joy, and Felicity dance in the Rounds, 
And bleſs the gay Circle of Hunters and IIc unds. 
The old Hounds puſh forward, a very ſure Siga, 
That the Hare (tho' a {tout ove) begins to decline; 
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A Chace of two Hou:s ar mare ſhe has led, 
She's down, lcok about ye, they have her, ſhe's 
dcad, 


SHO MS © 

How glorious a Death to be honour'd with Sounds, 
Of Horns, and a Shout to the Chorus of Hounds !. 
tiere's a Healtn to ail Hunters, and long be their 

L:ves, (Wive: 3 
May they never be croſt by their Sweethearts or 
Alay tiey rule their own Paſhons, and ever at Reſt, 
As tic moſt happy den be they alſo the beſt. 

CHORUS: 

And free“ m che Care wh:ich the many ſurrounds, 
B. appy at lat, whe! they ſee n. moe Hounds, 


SONG 172, II his ſame for, &c. 


{ 7 Hile ſome for Pleaſure woke their Health, 
"I'ween Play houſe and tae Bagnio 3 
Iil fave myſelf, and without Stralth, 
Kiſs add careſs my NanryO  ; 
She bis more fair t'engage a Fore, 
Then Lean did, or Danz: ©; 
Were [ to paint the Queen of Love, 
None elſe ſhould fit but Nanny O. 
CHORUS 
My benny, borny Nanny O, 
My lovely charming Nanny O. 
{ care net tbangò the Wor 11 ſhou. d know, 
How cearly J /2ve Nanny O. 
So joyfally my Spirits riſe, 

Wnen dancing ſhe moves finely O ; 
What J»ys I promiſe from her Eyes, 
Which ſparkle ſo divinely O! 
Venus attend my Vows, while I, 

Breathe in the bleſt Britannia; 
None's H+ppiveſs I ſhall envy, 
As long a. I have Narzy O. 
| „eee 
My 6onny, bonny os; &c. 
3 


E 
SONG 173. At the Cleſe, Kc. 


T the Cloſe of the Day, 
Whea the B:an fl»x'r and Hay, 
Breain'd Odours in every Wind, 
Love enliven'd the Veins, 
Of the Damicls a d Sw ins ; 
Each Glance and eacu Action was k.nd 


Molly, wanton ard free, | 
Kiſ.'d, and (at on each K ee. 
Fo d Ecitity ſwam in her Eyes. 
See thy Mother is near, 
Hark! She calls thee to hear, 
What Age and Experience adviſe, 


Haft theu ſeen th- blithe Dove, 
Sticeich bet Neck to her Love, 

All glofly wich Parple and Gold? 
Ifa Kiſs he obtain, 
She re'urns it again: 

VV hat icllows you need not be told. 


Leck ye Mother ſhe cry'd, 
You inſttud me in Pride. 
And Mer by Good manners are won 
She who tr fes with all, 
Is ief- lik-ly to all, 
They the that bat tr Al:3 with one 


P:1:H-e, Mc!'y, be wiſe, 
Left by funden du prize, 
Love ſhoul üngle in ev'ty Veie 
Take a Shepi erd for Lite, 
And when once vou're a Wife, 
Tou f ſely may trifle again. 


Molly 'mil ng, reply'd, 

Ther I'll ſoon be a Bride ; 

| O14 Roger nas Gold ein his Cae?, 
But [ th--ught all your Wire, 

Choſe a Man far your Lives, 

And trifled no more with the rest. 
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SONG 174. Bub abcon Traquair, 


S Se.ting Day ard t ſing Morn, 
A Lena Soul that fill ſhall love tee, 
iK of Heav'n thy ſafe Return, 
Win all that can i{@prove thee, 
III vifit oft the Bir ken Bulh, 
W hcie fiſt thou kindly told me, 
Sweet | ales of Love, and hid my Bluſh, 
W hii{lt round tou d:ct enteld me. 


To all our Haunts I. will repair, 
By G:ee..woud ſide or Fountain; 
Ot were the dummer d.y l'd ſhare, 
Wich thee, upon yon Mountain. 

There will [ teli the Trees and Flowers, 
Fiom Thoughts unfcign'd a d tender, 
By Vows you're mice, by Love is yours, 

A Heart wh Ch cauact wander, 


SONG 175. Bacchus one Day g4i1y. 


\cchu+ one Day pa) ftriding, 
On nis ngver t. lug 0, 
Sucakieg empty Pets detiderg, 
Thus adurtf-'.. e ca top ng, Ser, 
Praiſe the Toys that rever va y, 
And ado e che 1:qu:d Shin: ; 
All Thing ui ble, gay, a d any, 
Are pertorm'd by gen'idus Wine, 


Ancient Heroes, crown'd with Glory, 
Owe their nobI: Riſe to me; 
Poets wrote the flaming Story, 
Fir'd by my D.viniy : 
If my Icfluence is wanting, 
Muſic's Charms but ſlowly move 
Beauy t o in vain lies panting, 
Till I fill che Swain with Love. 


If you'd crown the laſting Pleaſure, 

Mortals this way bend your Eyes; 

From my ever flowing Treaſure. 
Charming Scenes of Bliſs ariſe, 


1 


Here's the ſoothing balmy Blcfling, 
dole Diſpeller of your Pain, 

Glocmy Sculs trom Care releaiing ; 
He who diinks not lives in vain, 


SONG 176. Buſy, curious, thirſly, 


USV. curicus thirty Fly, 

Drink with me, erd driak as I, 
Freely welcome to my Cup, 

Couluit thou ſip and ſip it up: 
Make tze moſt of Liſe you may, 
Lite is ſhort, and wears away. 

Lite is, &c. 


Both alike are mine and thine, 

Haft'ning quick to their Decline, 

Thire's a Summer, m ne's no more, 
Tho" cep ated to T h:ecicore 3 
Threeſcore Summers Wien they're gone, 
Will appear as ſhort as oae, 

Will appear, &c. 


SONG 177, Blab not what, &c. 


Lab nat what ycu ought 10 ſmother , 
Honour's Laws ſhou'd ſacred be; 
W no boils Favours from another, 
ect will Favour gain with me, 
Ne'er will Favour ga'n with me, 


Zat, iaſpir'd with Indignation, 
Sooner I'd lead Apes in Hell, 
E're I'd traſt my Repu ation, 


With {auch Fools as kif+ and tell, 
With ſuch Fools as kiſs and ell, 

Re who fi1ds a hidd-n Treaſure, | 
Never ſhould the ame reveal : | 1 

He whom Beauty crowns with Pleaſure 8 


Cautious ſhould his Joy concea!, , 
Cautious ſhould hu Joy conccal. | | 


Ii 


Him with whom my Heait L' ventore, 
Shall my Fame from Ceaſure ſave”; 
Oae where Truth ard Pruderce center, 
And as ſecret as the Grave, 
Acid as fecret as the Giave. 


SONG 178. Strephon, why that &c. 


Trephon, why that cloudy Forenead, 
Why fo vainly croſs'd thoſe Aims ? 
Sy Swain, thy Aſpect horrid 
Rather ſcightens her than Charme. 


Rouſe each dull and drooping Spirit, 
Fling away the Myrtle Wreath ; 
Bumpers large of generous Claret 
Mike thee Love and Raptures breath. 


Sacrifice this Juice prolific, 
To each Letter of her Name f 
Bacchus deem'd it a Specific, 
Why not Mortals do the ſame ! 


Sce the high charg'd Goblet ſmiling 
B.ds thee Streben drink and prove 3 

Win.'s the L quor moſt begu:iing, 
Wine's the Weapan conquers Love. 


SONG 179. The new blown Roſe. 


EE Chloe, how the new blown Roſe 
Blooms like thy beautious Face ; 
Youth doit its rip'aing Charms diſcloſo, 
And perfeQs ev'ry Grace, 
Its Virgin Sweets pe: fame the Air, 
And then its Pride decays ; 
$9 will it be with thee my Pair, 
When paſt thy youthful Days, 


No April! can revive thy Charms, 
No Sun can light thine Eyes 

Soft Love will leave thy ſnowy Arms, 
Wazn Age begins tot [e. 

Then, (2/08, let my Paſſion move 
Your Pity for my Pain; 
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Obey the Voice of gentle Love, 
Love and be low d again. 


SONG 180. What Cato adviſ: s. 


Hat Cats adviſes moſt certainly wile 1s, 
Not always to labour, but {ometimes to 
lay ; | 
To Sh Foe Pleaſure, with ſ:arch after Treaſure 
Indulging at Night for the Toils o the Day 
Ard while the duli Mifer eſteems bimfelf wiſer, 
His Bags will decreaſe while his Health does 
decay ; 
Our Souls we enlighten, our Fancies we brighten, 
And paſs the long Ev'aing in Pleaſures away. 


A!) chearfu! and hearty we ſet aſide Party, N 
With ſom? tender Fair che bright Pemper 22 
crown'd : 
Thos Pacchus invites us, and Venus delights us. 
While Care in an Ocean of Claret is drown'd ; 
See here's our Phy ſician, we know no Ambition 
But where there's good Wine and good Company 
found 3 
Thus happy together, in ſpite of all Weather, 
' is Sunſhine and Summer with as the Year round. 


SONG 18x. Glebrate this Feſtival. 


Elebrate this Feſtival, 
' Tis ſacred, bid the Trumpets e @ le: 
k:dly treat Marias Day, 
Ard your Homage will repay 3 

B queathing Bl: fiirgs on our Iſle, 
Ihe tedigus Minutes to deguile. 
Till Corqueſt to Mia's Arms re ttore 
Peace and per Heroe, to depart no more. 


SONG 182. Fly Care to the Winds. 


LY, Care tothe Winds thus I blow thee away. 
I'll drowg thee in Wine if you date but to 
ſy, 


. 
y. 


. 


wan Bumpers of Claret my Spirits I'll raiſe, 


1'll laugh, and Til flog, all the reft of my Days. 


Great Bacchus this Moment adopts me his Soa, 

And brightens my Fancy with ]ranſports unknown 

The ſparkling i.1qaor new Vigour ſupplies, 

And m: les the Nymph dd who before was too wife 

nen dull jober Mortals, be happy with me, 

T wo Bottles of Claret will make as agree, 

Will open your Eyes to ſee Phi//is's Charms, 

Her Coyneſs waſh'd down, ſhe will fly to your 
Arms. 


SONG 183. My Fair ye Swains, 


Y Fair. ye Swains, is gone aſtray : 
T'he little wanderer loſt her Way, 
Ia gath'tieg Flowers the other Day; 
Poor Phillis, poor Ph1i/lis, poor lovely Ph;/li. 
Ah!lead ber Home, ye gentle Swains, 
Who k:row an abſent Lover's Pains, 
Acd bring me {afely, o'er the Plains, 
My Phillis, my Phillis, my lovely PB. li- 


Conceive what Tortures rack my Mind, 
And if you'll be ſo juſt and kind, 
I' give you certain Matks to fud, 
My Phillis. &c. 
When &er a charming Form you lee, 
Serenly grave, ſedately free, 
And mildly gay, it muſt be ſhe, 
'T is Phillis, &c. 


Not boldly bare, or half undreſo d, 

But under Cover flightly preſs'd, 

In ſecret plays the little Breaſt, 
Of Ph1i/lis, &c. 

When ſuch a heav'nly Voice you hear, 

As makes you think a Dryad near, 

Ab ! ſeize her, and bring home my Dear, 
*Tis Pbillis, &c. 


m2s8— www, .— - 
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The Nymph, whoſe Per'on, void of Art, 

Has every grace in every Part. 

With murderivg Eyes, yet harmleſs Heart, 
Is Phillis, &c. 

W boſe teeth are like an Ivory Rew, 

\W hoſe Skin is like the cleareſt Snow, 

\W hoſe Face, like—Nothing that I know. 
I; P-i/lis, &c. 


Bat reſt, my Soul, ard bleſs your Fate, 
The Gods, who form'd a Piece ſo neat, 
So juſt, exit, and ſo compleat, 
As Phillis, &c. 
Proud of their Hit in ſuch a Flower, 
Which ſc exemplifies their Power, 
Will guard, in every dang'rous Hour, 


My Phillis, my Phillis, my lovely Phillis. 
SONG 184. Of a noble Race was 


Shinkin, 


Ear all you Friends to Koighthocd, 
A Tale will raiſe your Wonder, 
How Caitiff vile, 
By baſeſt Wile, 
A hardy Kaight did plunder. 


How from this Pritih Worthy 
This Knave a Pox light on hur ! 
Did once purloin 
The only Sign | 
Ard Badge he had of Honour, 


Oh ! had you ſeen our Heroe ! 

No Knight could e'er look bigger, 
Ualeſs his Size 
My Song belies, 

Than M nof Tredepgar. 


A Ribbon grac'd his Shoulder, 
A Star ſhone on his Breaſt, Sir; 
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Wich ſmart Toupee, 
Fort bien poudre, 
And Cockade on his Creſt, Sir. 


This Ribbon held a Bauble, 
Which his kind Stars decreed him; 
With which he'd play, 
Both Night and Day, 
'Twould do you good to ſee him. 


Tho? I a Bauble call it, | F 
It muſt not thus be lighted ; | 
Tas one of the Toys 
Bob gave to his Boys, | 
When firit the Chits were knighted, i 


Hur was the Flow'r of Knighthodd, 
You ne'er ſaw ſuch a gay Ihing; 
But Exgliſb Rogue, 
Confound the Dog, 
Did rob her of her Play thing, 
Rouze up ye brave Knights Errant, 


Ne'er give this Caitiff Quarter, | 
Ye Knights of the Toaft, 
Or Knights of tbe Poſt, 

Or Title, Bath, or Garter, 


Learn hence ye courtly Lordlings, 
Who hear this fatal Story ; 
On how ſl:ght Strings | 
Depend thoſe things, 5 if 
Whereon ye bang your Glory, 


SONG 185. Te Shepherds, &c. 
* Shepherds and Nymphs, that adorn the gay 


| 
Plains, (Strain> ; | 
| 


Approach from your Sports, and attend to my 
Amongſt all your Numbe Lov ſo t ue 


Was ne*er ſo undone with ſuch Bliſs in his View. | 


Was ever a N, mph ſo hard-hearted as mine! 
She Knows me finccre, and ſhe ſces how I pine ; 
i HEAP 


( 2136 ) 


She does not diſdain me, nor frown in her Wratk, 
But calmly, and mildly refigns me to Death. 


She call me her Friend, but her Lover denies, 

She ſmiles when I'm chearſul, but hears not my 
Sto hs 3 

A Boſom ſo ſlinty, fo gentle an Air, 

I: ſpires me with Hope and yet bids me dilpair, 

J fall at her Feet, and implote hee with Teats; 

Her Anſwer confounds, while her Manner endears ; 

When ſoftly ſhe tells me to hope no Relief, 

My trembling Lips bleſs her in Spite of my Grief. 


By Night wü ile I ſlumber, till haunted with Care, 
I ſtart up in Anguiſh, and figh for the air; 
The Fair flceps in Peace, may ſhe ever do fo, 

And only, when dreamirg, imagine my Woe. 


Then geze at a Diſtance, nor ſarther arpire, 

Not think ſhe could love whom ſhe cant ot admire ; 
Huſh all thy Complainirg, ard dyirg her Slave, 
Commend ber to Heaven, avd thyſe:f to the Grave 


SONG 186. The Man that is drunk. 


He Man that is Crunk is void of all Care; 
He needs neither Parthian Quiver, nor Spear; 
The Meor's poiſon'd Dart he fcorrs for to wield ; 
His Bottle alone is his Weapon and Shield. 


Undannt-'d he goes amorg Bullies and Whores, 
Demoliſhes Windows, and biezks open Doors; 
He revels at Night, is atraid of no Eyil, 


And boldy defies boch Proctor and Devil. 


As late came home with Skin full of Wine, 
Encumbered neither with Care nor wich Coin, 
1 boldly encountred a horrible Dun ; 
Aﬀriphted, as ſoon as be ſaw me, he run, 


No Monſter c-v'd pat you to half ſo much Fear, 
Should he in Apu/in's Foreſt appear; 

In 4jrica's Deſart there never was ſeen 
NMonſtet ſo hated by Gods and by Men, 


0 037-4 


Oh ! place me, ye Deities, under the Line, 
 Wacre never a Fanta grow bu: the Vire ; 
O'er hot burning Sande ['iifwe tr and fweat, 
With boug ac but my Buitle to keep out the ticat, 


Or place me where Sunſhine is not to be fourd, 

W here tne Eatth by the Frott is eteraally b und; 
No Fuel to warm me | e're wouid require, 

My Bottle alone ſhould Keep me with Fire. 


My Tutor may jobe me, and lay me dow: Rules 3 
Who minds em but duil phil-ſopiical Fools? 

For when I am old, and can no mote driek, 

Tis. Tim enough taca for to fi; dowa and think. 


Twas thus Alexa wis tutor'd in vain, 

For he ti-ught {rite an Alb for his Pains ; 

His Sot ro he us'd ir full Bampers to drown, 

And when he was drunk, then the World was his own, 


Ttis World is a Tavern with Liquor well ttar'd, 
And into't [ came to be drunk :s a Lora 

My Life is the Reck'ning which (reely I'll pry, 
Ard when I'm dead drunk, then I'll ſtagget away, 


SONG 187. While Phillis is, &c. 
V Hile Paill's is drinking, Love and Wine in 


Alliance, 
Auth Forces united, bid reſitleſs Defiance, 
By the Touch. of ber Lips tre Wine {pxrkles higher, 
Aud her Eye from her driuking, redouble, tedouble 
| their Lite. 


Her Cheeks glow the brighter, recruiting their 
olour | 
As Flowers by ſprinkling revive! with freſh Olour ; 
His Dart dpp'd in Wine, Love wounds beyond 
Curing, | | 
And the Liquor, I:ke Oil, makes the Flame, makes 
the Flame more erduring, 


Ey Cordials of-Wine, Love is kept from expiring, 
Aid gar Mitih is enhvw'ned by Love and beficug F 
M 2 


1 


R-Yieving each other the Pleaſure is laſting, 
And we never are cloy'd, yet ever, are evcr a taſting 


Then Phillis begin, let our Raptures abound, 

And a Kiſs and a Glaſs be till going round ; 

Our Joys a-e immortal, while thus we remove, 

From Love to the Bottle, from the Bottle, the Bottle 
to Love, 


SONG 188. V h to win, &c. 


140 to win a Woman's Favour, 
Wouid follicit long in vain 3 
W no to gain a Moment's Pleaſure, 
Wou'd endure an Age of Pain: 
Idly toying, 
Ne'er erjoying, 
Pleas'd with ſuing, 
Fond of Ruin, 
Made the Martyr of Di'dain, 
Made the Martyr of Ditdain, 


Give me, Lov? the beauteous Rover, 
Whom a gen ral Paſſion warms, 
Foncly blefling ev'ty Lover, 
Frankly proff ing all her Charms 
Never fiyimg, | 
Still complying, 
Train'd to pleaſe you, 
Glad to eaſe you, 
Circled in her Snowy Arms, 


SONG 189. Hark! Hark, the, &c. 


Hs Hark the Huntſman ſounds his Horn, 
A Call to Muſie chides the Drone; 
Ton, ton, &c. 
The Clangor wakes the drowſy Morn, 
The Woods eccho the ſprightiy ; 
| Ton, ton, &e. 
The loud tongu'd Cry, the Concert fi 1, | 
Our Steeds with Neighing ſalute the Dawn ; 
| Tan, ton, &C. 


3 


We mount and now we climb the Hill, 
Then ſwift deſcending ſweep tne Lawn, 
Ten, ton, Sc. 
The diſtant Stag our Accent heare, 
Cur Accents fatal to him alone: 
| Ten ton, &Cc. 
He rouſng Karts, and. w::g'd with Fes, 
For fakes the Thicke ie- ks the Down | 
| Ton, ten &C, 
A'tho* Diana claims the Fie!d, 
The i dt ard Foreſts, tho' her own ; 
Ton, ton, &C, 
The Groves to Verus let ner yield, 
Where we may follow her ſportive Son. 
Ton, ion, &e. 
W ht Joy to trace the blooming T. als. 
Tir darkneſs Grots with Mois o'cr growr. ? 
Ton, ten, &e. 
Wün {Harmony can ours ſurpaſs, 
Ve ba; Jainz: 2 Chorus Dove Uke moan ? 
Ton, ton, &c, 
In vaiings Sport: tne Day thus ſpent, 
} at gu'd with Fleaſute when Night's come; 
Ten, ton, &c. 
Our Limbs tho? tir'd, our Heart con tegt, 
Wun Wine regaiing, Cates We Grewn. 
Ton, ten. &:, 


SONG 190. Crowds of Coxcombs. 


NYRowds of Cexcombs, that deluging, 
Cr nging. chatt'ring, 
Ogling. At rt Ty 
By Ccquetticg, and by Pruding, 
Ali are Victims to my Art. 
Wuile at Wi! che Foo!s I'm leading. 
They for Fu urs intercet ing. | 
Wita vain Hopes ard Facct : eeding, 
Still unteauch's I keep my Eeart, 
Sull, .. 


M 3 


( 140 ) 
Each im1gines he ſhall gain me, 
Links I prize him, 
Who deipiſe him; 

All their Wiles ſhil] ne'er obtain me 
Born to b+M-: all Mankind. : 
Like the Winds and Waves ſtill changing, 

Never cooſtant ever ranging, 
Cupid from my Heart eftranging, 


'Tnat's as cold as he is blind 
1 hat's, .. 


_ SONG rg1. View my Eyes my, &c. 


lew my Eyes my lovely Charmer, 
Coultancy has now the Day 3 

Tell me rot my Heart was warmer, 
When it us'd to po altray, 

Love in Youth does fiercely blaze, 
But fo ſtrong it never ſtays. 

Love in Youth, Oc. 


If I follow'd ev-ry Creature, 
Sute the Fault may be to given, 
Tis the Fra.ity of our Nature, | 
Who can change the Will of Heaven 
Tho' the Obj ct might be new, ä 
Y.t to Love I u WAS true. 
Tho" the Objea ec. 
Cuvrid, Geardian of mv Heart, © 
Let it ioo{e to range a while; 
In ese Eye it found a Dart, 
And engan'd by every Smile 
Thus it wes for yu deſign'd. 
Fotri'd by Practice to nis Mind, 
Thus it was, Ce. 
Cuid to me ever Kind, 
Kept the purzto? the Fire; 
Droſs conſem'd my Heart refin'd, 
Malen Fame with folt Deke. 
$3<1 x Flame as Vll be true, 
Such tie d referv'd for you, 
doch a Flame, Ce, 


C 42 5 
SONG 192. Tis Liberty, dear, &c. 


I'S Liberty, dear Liberty alone, 
That gives freſh Beauty to the Sun, 

That gives freſh Beauty to the Sun; 

"Tis Liberty, 'tis Liberty, dear Liberty alone. 
That bids all Nature look more gay, 
And lovely Life with Pleature fteal away, 
And lovely Lite with Pleaſure ſteal away, 
"Tis Liberty, dear L berty alone, 

Dear Liberty alone, 
That bids all Nature look more gay, 
And lovely Life with Pleaſure ſteal away, 
And lovely Life with Pleaſure ſteal away, 

And levely Lite with Pleaſure ſical away. 


SONG 193, Two Gods of, Rc, 


* O Gods of great Honour, Bacchus and Apolis 
The one fain'd is Muklick, the other in Wine, 
In Heaven were cavirg, dilputing and br ving. 
V/ noſe Theme was the noblen and Trade moſt 
divine; ( rack us, 
Your Muſick, ſays Bacchus, would ſtun us, and 
Did Claret no. ſotten the Diicoid you make, 
Songs are not igvitiug nor Verles delignting, 
1 Poets ot my great 16flucuce paitake, 


I'm young plump aud jully, free from Melancholy, 
\W ho ever grew fat by the Sound of a String ? 

Rogues doom'd to a Gibbet do often contribute, 
Jo purchaſe a Bottle before they do ſwieg: 

In Love I am noted, by old and young courted, 
A Girl, wheo in{pir'd by me is ſoon won, 

So great are the Motions of one of "my Potions, 
The Mules tho' Maids, I could whore every one. 


When Mortals are fretted, perplex'd, or inbedted, 
To me, as a Father for Succour they cry; 
Fn their ſad Condition, I hear their Petition, 


A Bottle revives the opprefs'd Votary. 
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Then leave off your Tcoting your Fibling, and 
Fung, 
Aſide la you: Harp :nd bow down to the Flaſk 
My joys t ey are r per, tha: 50! gs from a Piper, 
Wust Muſick is ſwee.er tnan ſounding a Caſk, 


Says Phe@'us this Fellow is drunk ture or Mellow, 
Jo prize Mufick lefs than Wine and October. 
Since thoſe who love Drinking are void of all 

T hiking, (ſober, 

And want ſo much Senſe as to keep them {elves 

Thus while they were wrangling diſputing and 
In lieg. 

C:me bao RY Venus to end the Diſpute : 

Says he now 10 cate ye, Mars belt of all pleasd me 

Wen ard with a Bottle aad charm'd with a. 


Flute. 


Yuur Muſik has cha m'd me, your Wine has 
ai:rm'd me, | 
When | have leem' d coy ard lard to be won; 
nen both have been movirg, 1 could act help 
loving. 
and Wi + has completed. what Muſick begun, 
7 it Gods firuck with Wonder, deciar'd by Tove's 
Thonder 
They'd muivaily join in ſupplying Loves Flame, 
So each in their Furfticn, moves on in Conjonction, 
To melt with io © P.caivie the amorous Dame, 


SONG 19.4. Toung Sylvia ever, Rc, 


Oung Seti ever gay and air, 
Known for ter Wit and wel! bred Air, 

A V:fit one Day made, 

A Viſit one Day made; 
W here imo. with an aukward Mein, 
U:luckily tor bim came in, 1 

His Folly to betray, 

His Folly to betay, 


( 143 ) 


He bew'd and ſerap'd, ne'er took his Chair, 
But wou'd all round lalute the Fair, 
Not only thoſe he knew, 


He viſited the ſhining Bell 
The Viſiter, ah ! Shame to tell, 
The Blockhead kiis'd her too, 
The Bloctbead, &c. 


And what was worſe, or was as bad, 
The rett by his Example led, 
Repeated his Affront, 


Not only, &C. 


Repeated, &c. 
The Laſ; did her Reſentment ſhew, | 
She ſnapt her Fan, ſhe bent lier Brow ; 
Suca Rudenels ! he upor't, 
; Such Rudeneſs, &e. 


Fair one, while thus your Anger burns, 
If Simon to the Place returns, 
As ſoon no doubt he will, 
: At Joon, &c, 
Be there with twenty Virgins moce, 
For Kiſſes three inflit three ſcote. 
| You can't uſe him too ill, 
Ie can't, &c. 


Do at the ſelf ſame Time and Place, 
That all may witneſs his Diſgrace, 
Repeat the Puniſhmeot, 
Repeat the Puuiſhment. 
With throbing Heart the guilty Clown 
Shall your impartial Juſtice own, 
And—fit him down content, 
And—ft him down content. 


SONG 195. Soft Invader of my, Kc. 


Oft Invader of my Scul, 
Love Who gan tny Pow'r controel ? 
All that hause Earth, Air, and Sea, 
_ Owa thy Foice, aud bow to thee, 


(144) 
All the dear enchanting Day, 
Ce/ia ſeals my Heart away; 
All the ted ous live long Night, 
Ce/ia (wims before my Sight. 
Happy, happy were the Swain, 
no might ſuch a Prize obtain 3 


Other Joys he need not prove, 
Bleſt enough in Cælia's Love. 


All that temptiagly beguiles, 
Sparkling 1 — d — Smiles 3 
Every Charm, and every Grace, 
Dweils on charming Cælia's Face, 
Open gen'rous, free from Art, 
Virtue lives within her Heart ; 
Modeſty and Truth comnin'd, 
Suit her Per ſon to her Mind. 
Happy, happy were the Swain, 
Who might ſuch a Prize obiain ; 
Other Joys he need not prove, 
Bleſt enough in Cælia's Love. 


SONG 196. Dainty Davy. 


Y Drinking drive duil Care away, 
Be briſk and aity, 
N-ver vary 
In your Tempers but be gay, 
Let Mirth know no Ce flation, 
We all were born (Mankind agree) 
From dull Reflect on to be free, 
But be that drinks rot cannot be: 
Then Actwer your Creation, 


When C#7i4 wounds, grave Hymen heals 
Then all our whiviog, 
W:ſh:og ftriving, 
To embrace what Beauty yields, 
Is loit when in poſſeiſion, 
But Bacchus ſends ſuch Treaſure forth, 
Peſſ fhon never palls its Worth, 
We aiways wild fot't from out Birth, 
And ſhall for ever wiſh oa. 


( 145 ) 
All Malice here is flong afide, 
| Each takes his Glaſs, 
No Healths do paſs, 
Nor Party Feuds here e' er abide, 
They nought but ill ocez fron ; 
We only meet to celebrate 
The Day which brought us to this State, 
But not to curſe, nor vet to hate, 
The Hour df our Creation. 


SONG 197. Let me wander, &c. 


E T me wander, not unſeen, 
By HBedge-rows, E m', or H:Vocks green; 
W nete the Piowman, vear at hand. | 
Waillles o'er the farrow'd Land; 
IWhere thePlowman, &C. 


There the Milkmaid fi-geth bl the, 
Atd the \!gwer wheis his Scythe, 
Ard every Shepherd te!ls his Tale 
Under che Hawtho-n in the Del; 
Aud every Shejherd, & 


SONG 198. Fair is the San, Nc. 


Air is the Swan, the Ermin white, 
A d fair the Lilly of the Vole; 
1 he Moon, reſplendent Queen of Night, 
And Snows that drive before the Cale; 
In Fairneis theſe th- ed excel, 
But fairer is mv Ja 


Sweet is the Violet, ſweet the Role. 
And ſweet the Mornir-g Breath of May; 
Carat ons rich their Sweets diſcloſe, 
And ſweet winding Wood bines ftray ; 
In Swertneſs theſe the reſt excel, 
But ſweeter is my Vabel. 


Conſtant the Poets call the Dove, 
And amorous they the Sparrow call; 


( 96 » 


Fond is Sky-Lark of bis Love, 
And fond the feather'd Lovers all: 
In Foodneſs theſe the reſt excel, 
But fonder I of Taue. 0 


SONG 199. Lying is an Occupation, 


Ying is an Occupation, * 
Us'd by all who mean to riſe; 
Politicians owe their Station, 
But to well concerted I. yes. 


Thoſe to Lovers give Afſiftance, 
To enſnare the Fair-ore's Heart ; 
And the Virgin's beſt Refiſtance, 
Yields to his commanding Att. 


Study this ſuperior Science. 
Would you riſe in Church or State $ 

Eid to Truth a bild D france, © 3 
»Tis tbe Practice. of the Great. * * 


SONG 2c. Damon 4 Cantata 
R EC1 TA T IVO 5 


Eneath ſome ſpreading Breech PI id my Cares 
Sigh to the Wind, and wer the Earth with 
Tears ; 
No more my Pipe ſhall rend the verdant Plai ins, 
Nor lofty Hills reſound the mitthful Strains 3 
Stretch d on the dewy Earth ſecue Ill lay, 
And mourn with Philomela on the * 
SONG. as 
Why did I geze with tender Joy, 3 % 
Upon the lovely Maid. 
Where rifing Sweets abe Eyes decoy, 1 * 
And tacted Peace inuades +» |” - 
Unhappy Swain, unhappy me, 
Since Delia's falſe, ah cruel 2. dme 
Since bs, 
RECI T A 1 Vo. . 
Hide me for ever: from her Foce, ki, * Say 
Where tuneful Sengſters tell their little Loves. 


I 


1 rn a« put 


( 147 ) 
AIR 
But, oh l what Glee woold fill my Heart, 
It Delia once was true;; 
W hat Scene could c'er ſuch Bliſs impart 
Of Beauties ever new ? 
Graceful Air, 
Sweet as fair, 
Blith as May. 
Brig ht as Day, 
he as Day. 
2 zie le 182 
«pid, gentle e, 
Copid, gentle, &c, : 


SONG 201. See, Daphne, ſee, Kc 


Ee, Daphne, (ce, Florello cry'd, 

And learn the ſad Effefts of Pride, 

ou ſhelter'd Roſe how cloſe conceal'd, 
How quickly blaſted when reveal'd : . 
The Sun with warm attractive Rays, 
Tempts it to wanton in the Blaze; 
A Gale {acceeds from eaſtern Skies, 


And all its bluſbing Beauty dies, 
And all, &c. ” 


So you my Fair with Charms divine, 
Will quic the Plain at Court to ſhine 3 
Where Fame's traniporting Rays allure, 
Though bere more happy, more ſecure, 
The h of ſome negleQed Maid 

Will make you ſigh you left the Shade; 
A Breach to Beauty's Bloom unkind, 

As to the Role the eaſtern Wind. 

As to, Cc. 


The Nymph reply'd, you firſt, my Swain, 
Canfine your Sonnets to the Plain 2 ; 


One envious Teague alike diſarm: 
You of yoar Wit me of your Charms, 
N 


— __—_  - * 


( ws ) 


Unheard, what is the turefol Shrill, 
Or, if unknown, the Poet's Skill + 
W hat, unadmir'd, a charming Mein, 


Or what the Roſe 8 20 unſeen? 
Or what, Cc, 


SONG 202. ' The Syrens Song to 
_ Ulyſles. 


nher, ſweet Les, baſte, 
Manly Beauty 3 come and taſte, 


W hat the Powers of Bliſs unfold, 
Joys too mighty to be told, 


Taſte what Extafics they 
Dy ing Raptures, inde 2 


Taſte + bat E * 
Laviſh Nature ſheds ber 


The lling Joys unſelt before; 
Sweetly lauguiſhiog Deſi res. 
Fierce Delights, and am'cous Fires, 


as Delights, &c. 
Sweeteſt, doſt thou yet delay 
Manly Beauty, come nan. 


Foys teo g, Ec. 


ive, 


Stocete, &c. 
Liſt not when the Froward chide, i 


Sons of Pedantry and Pride”; 
Snarlers, to whoſe feeble Senſe 
April Sunſhine 1 is Offence, - 

il Sur ine, &c 
Envious Age * 8 <P 1 
Pleatures w hich from Love mile, 5 

13 — 

Come in Pleaſures, balmy Bowt,” © 
Slake the Thir of my Soal.- 
Till thy raptur'd ers — Tf 


Joys too exquiſite to „, 

a * my Ke. 
Sweeteſt, doſt thay v a7 
Masly Beauty, come zway. 


WIS 11 


( 19 ) 
SONG 203. To Chloc's Wit, &c. 


Damon. - 


O Chloe's Wit and Bloom, and Youth, 
I yow'd and {wore cternal Truth; 

Ia flow'ry Meads to toy and ſport, 
I thovght the Summer's Day too-ſhott, 

I thought, c. 
But ſince ho Nymph refign'd her RR 
Her Beauties wither In mày Arms, ' I. 7 
And Chloe, gentle, kind and far, 
Is zeſt as other Women . 

Is juſt &c, | 


Chloe. 


When Damon gentle was and true. e 
J vow'd as other Maidens —_—_ 
While humble at my Feet be lay, | 
Too ſwiftly _ the Summer D: Js 
Too ſwiftly, 
But ſince I fondly. ſaid will, - 
My fickle Swain has lov d his Fil, 
And Damon, once my Pride and Care, 
Ts juſt as other Shepherds ate, 
Is juſt, He. 


Damon. 


Upon the Maſck of So Ton 
All Day with ſweet Delight = z 
ED ee OS. 
And ki iſs'd a 

and kit,  - 5 
But now her Voice ſo barſh i in grown, 
The Ravea croaks a ſweeter Tone; 
I ſtop my Ears, and join the. Throag - 
Where Phillis fings a nnn 

Where Phillis, Sr. 

Chloe. 


When Dames met me on * Plain, 
I wiſh'd and * and wilh'd again 1 


(130 3 
Each Moment ſeem'd a tedious Day, 
If gent! Damen was away. 

gentle, &c, 
But, wiſer now, no more I burn, 
Or larguiſk for my Swain's Return, 
But haſten to the conſcious Vale, 
Where Ti, tells a ſweeter Tale, 
Where Thirfis, Se. 


Zotb. 


No longer then let tach upbraid 


'The roving Youth, or faithleſs Maid ; 


The Swain that wancers like the Bee, 


Shoald find the Nymph as falſe as be; 
Should find, &fc. 

The Flame neg: Gd faiut'y burns; 

The fickle God demands Returns ; 

*T1s mutual Love that warms D.fue, 

And fans and feeds the coattant Fire, 
And ſans, Sc. 


SONG 204. Muirland Willie. 


Arken and 1 will tell you how, 
Young Muicland Willie came to woo, 
ho' he could neither ſay nor do ; 
The Truth Ill tell to you. 
But ay he cried, what e'er betide, 


Maggy, I'ſe ba'e her to be my Bride, 
With a fal dal, se. 


On his Grey Yad as he did rice, 

With Dirk and Piſtol by his Side. 

He prick'd ber on wi” mickle Pride, 
Wi' mickle Mirth and Glee. 

Out o'er yon Moſs, dot wer yon Muir, 
Till he came to her Daddie's Door, 
With a fal, e. e ooh 

Goodman, quoth he, be ye wirhin, 

I'm come your Dogher's Love to win, 

Icare no for making meikle Din; 
What Anſwer gi'ye me? * 


62861 ) 
Now, Woer, quoth he, wou'd ye light down, 
IU gie ye my Doghter's Love co win, 
Wth a fal, &c «9... 


Now, Woer, fin ye are lighted down, _ 
Where do ye win, ar 'n what Town ? 
I think my Doghter winna gloom 
On fic a Lad as ye 8 
The Woer be ſtepp'd up the Houſe, 
And wow but he was woad'rous croaſe | - * 
With a fal, &c. | 


I have three Owſen in a Plough, | 
*Twa good ga'en Yads, and Gear enough, 
The Place they ea“ it Cad enough; 
I ſcoen to tell a Lie: — 50 5 
Befides, I ha frae the gteat Lai cd 4 
A Peat Pat and Lang Kail Lad. 
With 1 fal, &c. 1 0 inen 
Tae Maid pat on her Kirtle brown, * 
She was the braweſt in a“ the Townz m 
I wat oo bim ſhe did not gloomy. © 1, £7 
But blink'd it donnilie, | 
The Lover he ſtended up in Haſte, . 
And gript her hard about che Waiſt, ' * 
With a fal, &c, - Es 


To win your Love, Maid, I'm come here, 
I'm young and hae enorgh o'Gear 3 
And for myſelf ye need nae fear, «1 - 
Troth try me whan ye like. IE 
He took aff his Bonget and ſpat out hi- Chew, 
He dighted his Gab, and pri'd her Mou', 
With a fal, &c., 


The Maiden bluſht, and bing'd ſu aw, y 
She had nae Will to ſay. bim na, | 
But to her Daddie ſhe left it a'. 

As they twa cou'd agree 1 
The Lover be ga'e ber *tither Kiſs, © © 
Syne ran to her Daddie'to tell'd him thb, —— 
With a fal, &c, 1. Aa 2 | = * | OW: 22 5 
N 232 
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Yaur Doghter wad no ſay me oa, 
But to your (ell ſhe has 'eft it a“, 
Az we cou'd agree hetween us twa : 

Say what'l! ye ge*'me eber ? 
Nov, Woer, q 10 he, I ba'e na meikle, 
Bu ſic's I ha'e ve's get a Pickle, 

Win a fal, &c. 


A Kinfu' of Corn T' g'e to thee, 
Three Soums of Sheep twa good Milk Kee : 
Ye's hate the Wadding Di:.ner tree 3 
Tri th. I can do na mair, 
Content, quoth he, a Bargain be't, 
I'ſe ar frae bame, make haſte, let's dee't- 
With a fal &c, 


The Bridal Day it came to paſs, 
Wi' maovy a blythſome Ld and Lais 3 
But ficken a Day there evet was, 
Sic Mirth was never ſeen. 
This wir ſome Coup e {trakea Hands, 
Meſs John ty'd ap the Marriage Bands, 
With a fal, &c, 


And our Bride's Maidens were nx few, 
WY? Tap cho, Lug knots, a“ in blue, 
Frae Tap to Tae they were braw new, 
Ani blink'd it bonnilie, 
Their Toys and Mutches were ſae clean, 
They glanced in our Lads's Een. 
Witha fal, &c. 


Sic Hirdam Dirdum and fic Din, 

Wi' he d er her, and ſhe o'er him; 

The Minſtrel: they did never blin, 

Wi' mickle Mirth and G'ee. 
And ay they bobit a: d ay they beckt, 

And ay their Wames cogether met, 

With a fal, &c. | 


SONG 2053. Thz Intrigue. 


He Ake haſte and away mine only dear, 
YI | prithee make halle away 


ry 


For all at the Gate your true Loye he dvey Ades waits. 
And I prithee make no delay the PT 


She. O bow ſhall I fleal away my 3 
O how fhall | deal away; 8 * 
My Da Cy 1+ gest ard dare not for "oa 
Pray come then arothe Day + 


He. O this is the only Day my Lite, 
O this is the onlv Day ; | 
Pu —_ him afide while you throw the Gate 
wide, 
And it n you may ſtra] away, 


She. Then prithee make no delay my dear, 
Then prithee make no celay ; 
We'i! ſe ve him a Trick for I'll flip in the. 
nick, 


And to my true Love 2way, yl 92 


CHORUS. 


O Cupid befrierd a lovirg Pair, 

O Cupid befriend us we pt y; N 
May our Stratagem take for thine own ſweet fake, 
And Amen, let all true Levers ſay. 


SONG 206. The Compaſſionate 
Alaia © | 


EE Phillis yonder too 

With every beautious Flower, 

And S array'd 3. : ED : 
Sweet jonquills. Daftadillies, EE. 
Carnations, Roſes, Lillies, e 

Iavite os to che 8 Shade; 


Inv de, S. * | | 
There claſping thee my Treaſure, Ny SITS 
In Extacy bove meaſure, 9 | 
Fil on Four, Boſom.lye ;. 44>: 
While you're with Looks expiring, © — 
My bliſsful Death defiring, —-.. - &  ? 
My Soul with Joy ſhall fr. 


( 154 ) 


With balmy melting Kifſ-s, 
I'll crown my dying Bl fles, 

W hilft you. in Puy, cry, 
My L ve, I' not he cel, 
Zut in this am'rons Duel, 


We 11 both toten die. 


SONG 207. Tell me my Delia, &c. 


ELL me my Delia, tell me why, 

My * tondeſt looks you fly 3 
W nat means that Frown upon thy brow, 
Have 1 cf:rded, tell me bow, 

What means that Frown, &c. 


Some change has happen'd in thy Heart, 

Some rival there has ſtol'n a part ; 

Reaſon thofe fears may diſapprove, | 
But oh ! I fear, becauſe I love. k 


SONG 208. Save Women, &c. 
Sn Women and Wine, there is nothing in Liſe 


That can bribe honeſt Souls to endure it: 
hen 2 Heart is perplex d, and ſurrounded with 
are, 
Dear Women and Wine ovly cure it. 
Dear Women, &c, By 


Come =. then, my Boys, we'll have Women and 
me, 
And wiſely to ſe r ” IMs . ; 
He's a Fool that refuſes ſuch Bleſſings divine. 
W hilit Vigour and Health eat enjoy them: © 
As Women and Wine, dear Women and N 
Whilft Nigeur, Ke. 


Our be dogs be dawn bright and found, uy an 
ack. 
To heighten our amorous Pires $2 af 
Our Girls young. a ſound, ſhal) kiſs with n * 
And gratify Ne . 


The Bott 
a a 25 ok, and the Girls we'll Smack, 


(1455) 
SONG 209. What care I, Re. 


Hat care I for Affairs of State ? 
Or who is rich, or who is great? 
How far abroad the ambitious roam, 
To bring our Gold or Silver home ? 
What is't to me if France or Spain, 
Conſent to Peace, or War maintain. 


I pay my Taxes, Peace or War, 

And with all well at Gibraltar: 

But mind the Cardinal no more, 

Than any other ſcarle Whore 3 

Grant me, ye Powers, but Health and Reſt, 
And let who will the World conteſt. 


Near ſome ſmooth Stream, oh ! let me keep, 
My Liberty, and feed my Sheep, 

A ſhady walk well lin'd with Trees, 

A Garden with a Range of Bees ; 

An Orchard which good Apples bears, 
Where Spring a long green Mantle wears. 


Where Winters never are ſevere, 

Good Barley lands to make good Beer ; 
With Eatrtainmeat for a Friend, 

To ſpend in Peace my latter Rad: 

In Honeſty and home ſpun grey, 

And let the Evening crown the Day: 


SONG 210. The Card invites, 


HE Card invites in. Crowds we fly, 
To join the jovial Rout, full Cry ; 
t Joy from Cares and Plagues all Day, 
To hie to the midnight Hark-away, 


Ner Want, nor Pain, nar Srief, nor Care, 
Nor droniſh Huſbands enter there, : 
The briſk, the bold; the young and gay, 

And roar to the jolly Hark. away, 


Uncogn::d ſtrikes the Morniog Clock, 
And drowly Watchmen idly knock ;, 


* 
6 * 
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Till Day light pe rs e (port and play, 
All hie to the Midnignt Hart- away. 


When tir'd w.th Sport, to b d we creep, 

And kill the ted1ous Day with Sleep. 3 
To morrow's welcome Call obey, 
And again to the midi ight Har A. atay 


SONG 211. How happy is the, &c. 


OW happy is the Maid! 
Who lives a rural Life; 

By no falſe Views betray'd, 

To know domeſtick Strife ; 
No Paſſion ſways her Mind, 

Or Wiſhes to be great; 
To humble Hopes confin'd, 

She ſhues the flatt'ric.g Bait. 


Her Soul with cold Diſdain, 
Above the Pomp of Pride, - 
Bebolds the rich and vaie, 
In gilded Fette:s tied. 
While Titles, Wealth and Pow'r, 
The gaudy Scene diſplay ; 
And Pageants of an Hour, 
In Darkneſs glide away: 


But if ſome gentle Boy, 


Her faithful Boſom ſhare, 
He doubles all her Joy, 


And leſſens all her Care. 

Their Moments on the Wing, 7 
The mutual bliſs improve; 

And give perpetual Spring, 
To Vinue, Truth, and Love, 


SONG 212. Muſick has power, &c. 


Ufick bas power to melt the Soul, 
By beauty Nature's fway'd, 

Each can the Univerſe controul, 
Without the other's aid, 


Ep 3 - 


Bai how together both appear, 
And force united try! 

Muſic erchants the lining Far, 
And Beauty charms the Eye. 


What Cruelty theſe Pow'rs to join! 
Theſe Tarnſports who can beat? 
Oh! let the Sound be leſs divine, 
Or look the Nymph leſs fair. 


SONG 213. Bleſt Age of Cold, Rc, 


Leſt Age of Gold compleatly bleft, 
That with Milk and Honey flow'd, 
I hen the Eartb a yet at reſt, | 
Bore unplow'd its plenteous Load: 
Fully bleſt, and all ſerene, 
Spring eternally begun; 14 
V3les of duſky Gloom unſeen, 
All was light and chearfal Sun, 


Thea little Loves did darcing go. 
Without a Qeivir, Torch, or Bow, 

Round and thro' the Beds of Flowers, 
Round the limpid Springs and Bowers, 

Nymphs and Shepherds mix'd in Play 
Waiſpets ſoſt, and Geſtures gay, 


Whiſpers that fore-ran a Kiſs, ; LES 
Receiv'd with Warmth, repay'd with Bl. is. 


SONG 214+ Mad Beſs. 


Rom filent Shades and Elifian Groves, 
| \ here ſad departed Spirits mourn their Loves, 
From chryſtal Streams; and from that Country 
TH FRE IN wg ARE 
„ Crowns the Fields with Flowers all the Year, 
oor ſenſcleſs. Be/7 cloath'd in ber Rags and Folly, 
Is come to cure her love fick Melabcholly. f 


Brip ht Cynthia kept her Revels late, 5 
While Mas the Fairy Queen did Dance, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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And Oberon did fit in State, 
W heu Mars at Venus ran his Lance: 


In yonder Cowll'p lies my Dear 


Entomb'd in liquid Gems of Dew, 
Each Day I'!l Water « wich a Tear, 

The tadivg B.uflom to renew. 
For ſince my Love is dead, and all my Joys are 

one, 
Poor Beſs for his Sake, 

A Garland will make, 

My Moufick ſhall be a Groan. 


Tü lay me down and die within ſome hollow Tree, 


The Raven aod Cat, 
The Owl aud Bat, 
Shall warb.e fortb my Elegy. 


Did you not ſee my Love as he paſt by you, 
Hi: two flaming Eves, if he come nigh you, 
They will ſcorch up your Hearts, Ladies beware ye 
Left he ſhould art a Glance that may enſnare ye. 
Hark. hark II hear old Char bawl, 

His Boat will no longer Stay, 
The Furies laſh their W hips à d call, 

Came, come away, come, come away. 


Poor Beſ will return to the Place whence ſhe came, 
Since the World is fa mad, ſhe can hope lor no 
core; | 
For Love's grown a Bubble, a Shadow, a Name, 
Which Fools do admire, and wife Men endure, 


Dold and Hungry am I grown, 


Ambroſia will I feed upon, 
Drink Nectar ſtill fing. 
Wo is Content, 
Does all Sorrow prevent, 
And Beſs in her Straw 
W hi'ſt free from the Law, | 
In her Thoughts is as great, as great as a King. 


SONG 215. On every Hill, &c. 
N every Hill, in every Grove, 8 
Along the Margia of each Stream, 
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Dear conſcious Scenes of former Love, 

I mourn, and Damon is my Theme: 
The Hills, the Groves the Streams remain, 
But Damon K& '1 II ſeek in vain. 


Now to the moſſy Cave I fly, 
W here to my Swain I oft have ſung, 
Well pleas'd the browzing Goats to ipy, 
As o'er the acry Steep they hung, 
The moſſy Cave, the Goats remain, 
But Damon ſtill I ſeek in vain 


Now thro' the rambling Vale I paſs, 

And ſigh to ſee the well known Shade, 
] weep, and kiſs the bended Graſs, 

Where Love and Damoa fondly play'd. 
The Vale, tbe Shade, the Graſs remain, 
But Damon fill I ſeek: in vain. 


Ftom Hill, from Dale, each Charm is fled, 
Groves, Flocks, and Fountains pleaſe no more, 
Fach Flower in Pity droops its Head, 
All Nature does my Loſs deplore, 
All, all reproach the faithleſs Swain, 
Yet Damon Mill I ſeek in vain. 


RECITATIVE. 


Love, the greateſt Bliſs below, 
How to taſte few Women know ; 
Fewer ſtill the Way have hit, 
How a fickle Swain to quit. 
Simple Nymph, then learn of me, 
How to treat Inconſtancy, 


SONG 216 Genius of England; 


Enius -_ - uo from thy pleaſant Bow'r 0 
iſs 


Ariſe and ſpread thy ſacred Wings ; 

Guard, guard from Foes the Briefs State. 
Thou, on whoſe Smiles does wait, 

Th' uncertain happy * of Monarchies and Kings, 


( 16 ) 
Then follow, brave Boys, then follow, brave Boys, 
to the Wars, 
Follow, follow, follow, follow, follow follow, 
Follow, follow, follow, brave Boys, to the Wars, 
Follow, follow, follow, brave Boys, to the Wars, 
The Laurel you know's the Prize, 
The Laurel you know's the Prize : 
Who brings home the nobleſt, the nob'elt, 
The n<bleſt Scars, looksfineſt in Cælia's Eyes? 
Then ſhake off ſlothful Eaſe, 

Let Glory, let Glory, let Glory, inſpire your Hearts, 
Remember a Soldier in War and in Peace, 
Remember a Soldier in War, in War and in Peace, 

Is the nobleſt of all other Arts : 
Remember a Soldier in War and in Peace, 


Remember a Soldier in War, in War and in Peace, 
Is the nobleſt of all other Arts 


SONG 217. When Lucinda's, &c. 


Hen Lucinda“ blooming Beauty, 
Did the eager Town ſut prize; 
Strephon foremoſt paid his Duty, | 
And there fix'd his wond'ring Eycs : 
Like to Lillies mix'd with Roſes, 
Are the TiaQures of ber Face; 
And her brighter Mind daxcloles 
Charms we no where elſe can trace. 


She alore the Life of Pleaſure, 
Makes the Ball, the Park, the Play ; 
Scatt'ring round her radiant Treafure, 
+ Gives her Slaves a Golden Day: 
Vet whole thoughts are too aſpiring, - 
Of her Magick Pow'r beware; 
Learn to live by ſtrict admiriog, 
Love ſhe Tortures with Deſpare, 


SONG 218. Connoi//eurs ! have, 


\Onnoiſſeurs I bave ye heard—Blow, blow 
That's ſung by Tomy Lowe, 
d tet by Tomy drne ! | 
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O Lowe he ſiags ſo ſweet, 
And Arne he plays ſo neat, | 
They raviſh all, and charm ! 


Say, Sirs, have ye alſo heard, 
The famous Jonny Beard, 
That ſmit the grandee fair ; 
He chants the Early Horn, 
Salutes the Welcome Morn, 
And Happy, bappy Pair, 


The merrieſt Rogue alive, 
Tom Salzway ſtill doth thrive, 
In Humour, Joke, ard Song, 
The ſtout Moor of Moor Hall, 
The Dragon's hide doth maul, 
And lays kim all along, 


NK. moch doth fhine, 
In Notes, ſo fierce and fine, 
Tis doubtful how to fix; 
Yet Artiſts all agree, 
Such Notes 3 be 
Signs of the ſofter Sex. 


Tho! laſt not leaſt in Fame, 
Kit Clive's all pleaſing Name, 
When chang'd to Fob/on's Ne/! : 
The vain Life of a Beau; 
The Cuckow Song allo, 
She Tanes delightful well, 
Sweet Sounds of [/rae/, 


SONG 219. Love and Harmony. 


Ow like Elyſium is the Grove, 
When chalt Derinda ſings of Love; 
It charms che troubled Soul to reſt, 

And males a Calm in ey*ry Breaſt, 

Wich various kinds of Harmony 

She ſtrikes at once the Ear and Eye; 

Ss ſoft her Voice, and ſbe ſo Fair, 

Gives double ſweetneſs to the Air, 
02 


* - 
4 4 
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The'wretched Shepherd dumb with Pala. 
And Grief, tog heavy to complain, 
When ſweet Dorinda tunes her Voice, 
Forgets his Woe, and dreams of Joys. 
Oh levely Charmer ! be lo kind 
To exte ſometimes a Wreich's Mind. 
Hs Griets with gentle Scunds conttool, 
And breathe a Balm into his Soul. 


SONG 220, Old Chiron, &c. 


LD Chi-on thus preact'd to his Pupil, 


Achilles ; 
11 tell you young Gentleman, what the Fates Will 
You my Boy mult go, Lis: 


Tne Gods will hare it ſo, 
To the Siege of Troy, 
Thence never to teturn ty Grece again; 
But beiote thoſe Wai.s :0 be lain, 


Let not your noble Courzge be caſt down, 

Bot all ide while you lie before the TI own, 

Driak and drive Care away, drink and be merry, 
You'll ne'er go the ſooner to the Stygian Ferry, 


SONG aa. Look where my, &c. 


Ook where my dear F/ore!/2 ſmiles, 
Flzrella beav'nly Charmer 3 
See how with all their Arts and Wiles, 
The Loves and Graces arm her: 
A Bluth its plowirg on her Checks, 
Fair Seats of yourhful Pleaſures ; 
There Love in fmiling Larguage ſpeaks, 
Tete ſpreads his toſy Treaſures 


O \2ireR Maid! I own thy Power, 
1 Gaze, I Sigh, and Languilh, 
Vet ever will thy Charms adore, 
Aud triumph in my Anguiſh. 
But eaie, O Charmer! eaſe my Care, 
Aud le: my Tormeats move thee ; 
As thou art faireſt of the Fair, 
So I the deateſt love thee, 


( 163 3 
3NNG 222. Now Phœbus; &c. 


OW Phebu; ſinceth in the Weſt, 
Welcome, S.ug and Welcome Jeſt, 
Widuight Shout, and Reveiry, 
Tipſy, Dance and Jullity ; 
Braid your Loc ks wi h roſy Twine, 
Dropping Odours, dropping Wine. 


Rigour ncw is gone to bed, 

Aud Advice with ſccup'lous Head, 
Steict Age and ſow'r Severity, 

With their grave Saws in Slumber lie, 
Braid your Loeks w th roly Twine, 
Dropping Odours, dropping Wine, 
Dropping Odours, &c. 


SONG 223. Lillibullero. 
T \lodes of the Court fo commen- are 
rown, h | 


That a true Friend can hardly be met; 
Friendship for In'treit is but a Loan, 


b 


W hich they let out ſor what they can zer. 
'Tiz tree you find i f 
Some Friends ſo kind, „ 

Who will give you good. Counſe: themfelv 3s, 2 
deſend; | N 


In ſorrowſul Ditty. 
They promiſe they pity, W 
But ſh ft you for Money, from friend to Friend. 


SONG 224. Stella, Darling of, &c. 


Tella, Darling of the Muſes, 
Fa rer than the blacming Spring, 
Sweeteſt Theme the Poet chuſes 
When of thee he ſtrives to ſing ; 


While my Soul with Wander traces, 
All thy Charms of Face and Mind, 
All the Beauties, all the Graces 
Of tby Sex in thee I Sad. 


O 3 
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Love and Joy and Admiration, 
In my Beaſt alternate tiſe, 

Words no mare can pai: my Paſſion, 
Than the Pencil can thy Eyes. 


Laviſh Nature, thee adorning, 
O'er thy Lips and Cheeks hath ſpread, 
Colours, that out ſhine the Morning, 
Smili-g with Crleſtial Red. 


Could the Gods, in Bleſt Condition, 
Ought on Earth with Envy view, 

Lovely Stela, their Ambition 
Wou'd be to reſemble you. 


SONG 225. Happy Hours, &c. 


Appy Hours all Hours exc:lling, 

a When tetit'd from Crowds aud Noiſe; 
Happy is that ſilent Dwelling, 

Fill'd with ſelf poſſeſſing Joys : 
Happy's that contented Creatu'e, 

Who with few:ſt Things is pleas'd 
And conſu'ts the Voice of Nature, 

Whes of :ov-og Faucy's cas'd, 


Every Paſſion wiſely moving, 

Jaſt as Reaſon turns the Scale, 
Ev'ry State of Life improving, 

That no anxious Thought prevail, 
Happy Vian who thus, poſi fles, 

Lif with ſome Companion dear, 
Joy imparted ſtill encreaſcs, 

Griel> waen told ſcoa diſ-ppear, 


SONG 226 Cee ſer, my, &c. 


Free Ny mphs contended for my Heart, 
| With diff ent Charms and Grace; 
The firſt ſold Paddings Pies and Tarts, 
The ſecond Pi s and Lace; 
T be third employ'd her ſelf to cry | 
The News thee: Times a Week, 8 


„ 
Then ev'cy N ght 'twes her De'ight, 
To cry Hot bak'd Ox Cheek, 
Look, Gods com your celeſtial Bowers, 
And guide me o the beſt. 
And may my Faculties and Powers, 
Of Heart and Mind be bleſt, 
Whilſt thus I c y'd. the Gods reply'd, 
Try Fate endure thou mult, 
The Nymph we've choſen ſor thy Bride, 
Si'ts Cinders from the Duſt. 


SONG 227. Je Swains who. Kc. 


FE Swains who p: ſſeſs the rich Trealure, 
Which Youtn and gry Liberty bring, 

On lay it out wiſely on Pleslute. 

And make the beſt Uſe of the Spring, 
Did you know with how tender a Paſſion, 

Fond Lovers their Moments improve, 
You'd think Life rot worth the Foil: ſhow, 

Except it were ſeaſon'd with Love; 

Except it w-re, Sc. 


Tour own ſimple Conduct reproving, 
Molt mourufuily ſigbiug you'd fay, 

W bat Hours have leit uichout lovivg, 
What an Age bave I ſquauder'd away 

Tre Heroes immortal in Stery. 
By his their Divinity prove: 

Wou'd you tiſe to be m ghty iu Glory, 
Like them ye maſt ſeck it in Love; 
Like them, Sc. 


SONG 228. The ſweet ro, &c. 


1 (weet roſy Morning 
Peeps over the Hills, p 
With Bleuſhes adorning 8 
The Madows and Fields ; | 0 
While the merry, merry, merry Horn calls, 
Come, come, come away, 
Auake from your Slumber, 
And hail the new Day. & 


Bs... > 


The Stag rous'd before us, 
Away ſeems to fly, 
And pants to the C ho: us 
Ot Hounos in full Cry. 
4 ken ſollow, toli'ow, tollow 
The muſical Ch ſe, 
Where Pleaivre, and vigorous 
Health you embrace, 


Tue Day's Sport when over, 
Makes Blood circle right, 
Ar.d gives the briſk Lover 
Freſh Charms for the Nighc, 
1 hes let us, let us row er joy 
All we can while we may, 
Let Love crown the Night, 
A3 our Sports Crown tac Day, 


SONG 229 The Worm. 


Ow much egregious More are WE 
Dec iv'd by Saews and Forms! 
W natc'er we think, whate'er we ſee, 
Al! human Kind are Worms. 


Man is a very Worm by Birth, 
Vile Reptile, weak ard vain ; 

A waue be crawls upon the Earth, 
T ben ſatiules go Faith again, 


That Woman Be Worm we find, 
E'er fince our Grandame's Evil; 
She firſt convers'd with her own Kind, 

That ancient Worm the Devil. 


The Learn'd th: mſelves we Book. Worms name; 
The B ockhead is a Slow. Worm; 

The Nympb, whoſe ail is al on Flame, 
Is aptly term'd a Glow- Worm, 


The Fops are painted Butter Flies, 
That flatter tor a Day ; 

Firſt from a Worm they take their Riſe, 
Thea in a Worm decay. 


1 


The Flatterer an Earwig grows ; 
Some Worms ſuit all Cond: tions ; 

Miſers are Muck Worm; Silk- Worms Beausr, 
Death Watches Phy licians. 


That Stateſmen have the Worm, is ſeen 
By all their winding Play ; 

Their Conſcience is a Worm within, 
That gnaws them Night and Day. 


Ah! Mere, thy Skill were well employ'd, 
And greater Gain would rife, 

If thou could'ſt male the Courtier void 
The Worm that never dies, 


© learned Friend of A5church lane, 
Wo ſet'ſt our Entrails free! 

Vaio is thy Art, thy Powder vain, 
Since Worms ſhall eat e'en thee ! 


Gar Fate thou orly canſt adjourn 
Som- few ſhort Years, no more! t 
Ev'n Button's Wits to Worms ſhall turn, 
Which Maggats were before. 


SONG 230. By a cool Fountain, 


Y a cool Fountain's vedant Side, 
The bright Celinda lay; | 
Her Looks increas'd the Summer's Pride, 

Her Eyes the Bl-ze of Day. 


The Roſes bluſh'd with deeper red, 
To {ee their Charms outdone ; 
The Lillies ſank beneath their Bed, 

To ſee {uch Rivals ſhown, 


Quick thro? the Air, to his retreat, ' 
A Bree induſtriou- fl-w ; 
Prepat'd tor fl: every ſweet, 

And ſip the balmy Dew. 


Drawn by the fragrance of her Breath, 
Her teſy Lips he found 3 


| ( 168 ) 
Where he in Tranſport met his Death, 
And dropt upon the Ground, 


| Enjoy, bleit Bee, enjoy thy Fate, 

| or at thy Fall tepine; 

| Each God would quit his bliſsful State, 
To ſhare a Joy like thine, 


SONG 231. The Grand Chorus. 


Od ſave our noble King, 
Lc..g live great GEORGE our King. 


God ſave the King, 
Send him ViRorious, 


Happy and (lor ous, 
Long to reign over us, 


O Loid our God ariſe, 
Scatter his Enemies, 


And make them fall, 
Confound their Politicks, 
Fruſtrate their knaviſh Tricks, 
In Thee our Hopes we fix, 


Thy choiceſt Gifts in Store, 
On GEORGE vouchſaſe to poor, 


Long may be Reign. 
May be defend our Laws, 
And ever give us cauſe, 
To ſay with Heart and Voice, 
God ſave the Kirg. 
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God fave the King. 


O ſave us all, 


